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His Royal Highneſs, 
FREDERICK 


PRINCE Cf WALES 


H O' a Prince is Born a Patron, 
y yet a benevolent Expanſion of 
his Heart gives nobler Title to 
the Homage of the Arts, than al 
the Greatneſs of his Power to 
nie them, Their Rxs PRO is, 
(either Way) fo much Your Royal Highneſs? $ 
unqueſtion'd Due, that He, who asks your 
| Leave to offer ſuch a Duty, calls in Queſtion 
your Prerogative 3 or means to el his own 
Acknowledgments. 
They have not mark*d, with Penetration, 
the Diſtinction of your Spirit, who dare look 
upon you as Inclos d, againſt the Acceſs of Sin- 
cerity. The Judgment, and Humanity, of 
Princes are obſcur d, by Difficulties in ap- 
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proaching them. Nor can the Benefactors of 
Mankind be ſo far inconſiſtent with Them- 
ſelves, as to interpoſe the Obſtacles, of Diſ- 
tance, or cold Ceremony, between their Good- 
neſs, and our Gratitude. 

Allow me, therefore, Sir, the Honour to 
preſent AlL IRA to your Patronage: Diſ- 
claiming (for myſelf) all Expectation of your 
Notice. — It is juſt, that I ſhow'd give up 
my oon ſmall Pretenſions: But Mr. de Voltaire 
brings Title to your Royal Highneſs's Re- 
gard, — The Merit of his Work will recom- 
mend him, to your Judgment: And the 
Noble Juſtice he has done HER MAIEST v's 
diſt inguiſh'd Character, in his French Preface 
to this Tragedy, (Himſelf, mean while, a 
Foreigner, and writing in a foreign Nation) 
will, perhaps, deſerve the Glory of the Son's 
Partiality z in Senſe of Reverence for the 
8 OYAL MOTHER, 

It were indeed, ſome Violation of Reſpect, 
and -Gratitude, not to devote ALZIRA to 


the Hand, that henour'd her, in Public, with 


an Avplauſe ſo warm, and weighty, in her 
| Repreſentation on the Eugliſb Theatre. 
Here, Mr. de Voltaire enjoy'd the Triumph, 
due to Genius: while his Heroic Character, 
at the ſame Time, made evident the Force of 
Nature, when it operates upon reſembling Qua- 


lities, -— When Tragedies are ſtrong in Sen- 
timent, they will be Touchſtones to their Hear- 


el's Hearts, The Narrow, and Inhumane, 


will bs unattentive, or unmov*d :. | 
E Princely 


- 
— 
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Princely Spirits like your Reyal Highneſs's, 
(impelPd by their own conſcious Fendency) 
ſhew us an Example, in their generous Sen- 
ſibility, how Great Thoughts ſhould be receiv” d, 
by Thoſe, who can think greatly. 

- Yet, in one ſtrange Circumſtance, Alzira 
SUFFER*D, by the Honour of Your Appro- 
bation ! For, while the Audience hung their 
Eyes upon your Royat Highneſs s diſcerning 
Delicacy, Their Joy, to ce you warn'd. by, 
and applauding moſt, thoſe Sentiments which 
draw their Force from Love of Pity, and ob 
Liberty,became the only Paſſion they wou'd feel; 
and thereby lefſen'd their Attention to the very 
Scenes they 00d it 19. 

Can it be poſible, after ſo important a Pub- 
lic Declaration in Honour of Paſſion and Senti- 
ment, that this beſt Uſe of the Poel's Art ſnou'd, 
any longer, continue to languiſh, usder gene- 
ral Neglect, or Indifference ?. No, ſurely, 
Sir! Your Royal Highnels, but per/;ting 
to keep Reaſon and Nature i in Countenance at 
the Theatres, will univerſally efabliſh, what 
you ſo generouſly and openly avow. For, if 
where Men love, they will imitate, YouR 
Example muſt be copied, by Millions: till the 
Influence of your Attraction ſhall have planted 
your Taſte z and overſpread Three Kingdoms 
with Laurels. 

It may at preſent perhaps, be a fraitleſs, but 
it can never be an irrational Wiſh, that a 
Theatre entirely nero, (if not rather the old 
ONS; * profeſſing only what is 
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ſerious, and manly, and facred to the Intereſts 


of Wiſdom and Virtue, might ariſe, under 
ſome powerful and popular Protection, ſuch 
as That of Your Royal Highneſs's diftingui/h*d 
Countenance |! To what probable Lengths 
of Improvement, wou'd not ſuch a Spur pro- 
voke Genius | —— Or, ſhowd it fai to do 
That, it wou'd make manifeſt, at leaſt, that 
rather Fit is wanting, than Encouragement : 
and, that Theſe opprobrious Excreſcencies of 
our Stage, which, under the Diſguiſe of Enter- 
tainments, have defam'd, and inſulted, a Peo- 


ple, had a meaner Derivation, than from the 


Hope of delighting our Princes. 

It has been a Misfortune to Poetry, in this 
Nation, that it was, too fuperciliouſly, ander- 
rated : and, (to acknowledge Truth, on both 
Sides) for the molt part, pratftis'd too lightly. 
But, by thoſe who conſider it according 
to the Demands of its Character, It will be 


found intitled, beyond many other Arts, to 
the political Affection of Princes: Being more 


perſwaſive, in its Nature, than Rhetoric ;, and 
more comprehenſive, and animating, than 


Hiſtory.— For, while Hiſtory but waits on 
Fortune, with a little too ſervile a Reſtriction, 


Poetry, corretts, and commands her: 
Becauſe, rectifying the Obliquity of xatural 
Events, by a more equitable Formation of 


rational ones, the Poet (as Lord Bacon very 
finely, and truly obſerves) inſtead of conſtrain- 


ing the Mind to Succeſſes, adapts, and calls 
out Events, to the Meaſures of Reaſon, and 
| 3Þ Virtue: 
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Virtue : maintaining Providence triumphant, 


againſt the Oppoſitions of Nature, and Acci- 


dent. 

And, ſill more to diſtinguiſh his Supmio⸗ 
rity, over the gay Proſe-Fabricks of Imagina- 
tion, the Pot T, as a Re-inforcement to his 


creative Vivacity of Invention, ſuper-adds the 
Attraction of Harmony; and then, pours, 
through the whole, an irreſiſtible Fire, of Eu- 
tbufiaſm, wherewith to raiſe and to govern. 


the PassI10Ns, 
Dramatic Poetry, in this bold Wen ats 


with moſt immediate, and manifeſt, Conſe- 
quence ; becauſe, aſſembling, together, all,. 
It works, 
with incredible Influence, upon the Spirits, and 
after they have been 
refin*d, and induc'd, to its Reliſh. _— It does 
This, in ſo confeſs'd a Degree, that our great , 
Philoſopher, abovenamed, undertaking (in his 


that animates, invites, or inforces : 


Poſſions, of a People : 


De Augmentis Scientiarum) profeſſedly, to con- 


ſider its Prevalence, beautifully calls it the 


Bow of the Mind: as if, to expreſs it more 
clearly, He had ſaid, T he Stage is an Inſtru- 


ment, in the Hands of the Poet, as capable of 


giving Modulation, and Tone, to the HEART ; 


— as: the Bow, to the V10LIN, in the 


Hands of a Muſician. - IMA M VI. Al te 


There is another Advantage, in . 
which {till further intitles it ta the Protection 


of Princes, who are Lovers (like your Royal 


Highneſs). of Ages, which are only to Hg, 


them. Other Arts have ſome ſingle, and 
9 3 limited, 
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limited, Effect: but the Creations of Poetry, 


have a Power to multiply their Species, in New 


and Emulative Succelſtons, of Virtue, and He- 
roiſm: the SEEDS, as it were, of thoſe Pal- 
ſions, which produce noble Qualities, _F 
ſown, in all Poems, of Genius. 


If ſuch deſirable Effects are, now, leſs com- 
mon than antiently, It is only becauſe, ſome- 
times, Tuneful Emptineſs.is miſtaken for Poetry; 


and, ſometimes,. calm, cold, Senſe, . convey'd 
in unpaſſionate Metre : 


that conveys the Heat, and Enthufiaſm. — 


The Poet, to ſay all, in a Word, who can be 
read, without Excitement of the moſt paſſio-. 
nate Emotions in the Heart, having been, 
bufily,. loſing his Pains ; like a Smith, who 
wou'd faſhion Cold Iron. — He has the regular 
Return, in the Deſcent of the Strokes, — the 
infignificant Fyngle, in the Ring of the Sound; 


— and the. hammering Delight in the Labour. 


— But, he has neither the Penetration, the 


Glow.z — nor the Sparkling. 


When, in ſome unbending Moments, your 


| Royal Highneſs ſhall reflect, perhaps; on the 


moſt likely Meaſures, for diminiſhing our Pre 
tences to Poetry, yet augmenting its eſſential 
Growth, how Kind wou'd Heaven be, to the 


legitimate. Friends of the Muſes, ſhow'd it, at 
thoſe Times, Whiſper in your Ear, that 20 


Art 


whereas Poetry has no- 
Element, but PAss Io; and therefore, 
Rhyme, Turn, and Meaſure, are but fruitleſs 
Afﬀefations, where a SpIRAI T is not found, 


betry, 
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Art ever flouriſhed (in Monarchies) till the Fa- 
vour of the Court made it faſhionable ? | 

On my own Part, I have little to ſay, 
worth the Honour of your Royal Highneſs's 
Notice: being no more than an humble So. 
licitor, for an Event I have nothing to hope 
from. Not that I preſume to-repreſent myſelf: 
as too. Stoical,. to feel the Advantage of Di/-- 
tinction. I am only 10% buſy, to be diſpoſed 
for purſuing it: having Renounc d the World, 


without quitting it; that, ſtanding aſide in an 


uncrowded Corner, I might eſcape being hur- 
ried along in the Duſt of the Shoe; and quiet-- 
ly ſee, and conſider, the Whole, as it paſſes : 
inſtead of acting a Part in it; and That, per- 
haps, but a poor one. 

In a Situation,, ſo calm, and untroubled, 
there ariſes a ſalutary Habitude, of ſuppoſing 
DISTINCTION to be lodg'd in the Mind ;--- 
and AMBITION, in the Uje, and Command, 
of the Faculties. Such a Choice may be /lent , 
but it is not wnaZtive.-------Nay, I am afraid, 
he who makes it, is but a concealed Kind of 
EPIcURE; notwithſtanding his Pretences to 
Forbearance, and Philoſophy. For, while he 
partakes, in fulF Reliſh, all the naked Enjoy- 
ments of Life, he throws nothing of it away, 
but it's falſe Face, and it's Prejudices.------ He 
takes Care to live at Peace, in the very Centre 
of Malice, and Faction: for, viewing Great- 
neſs, without: Hope, he views it, alſo, without 


Envy. 
Upon 
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| Upon the whole, tho? there may be a Suſ- 
picion of ſomething too ſelf ſb, in this perſonal 
Syſtem of Liberty, it will free a Man, in a 
Moment, from all thoſe byafſing Partialities, 
which hang their dead — upon Judgment; 
and leave him, as diſintereſted a Spectator of 
the Virtues, or Vices of cotemporary Greatneſs, 
as of That, which Hiſtory has tranſmitted to 
him, from Times he had nothing to do with.. 
-I am, therefore, ſure, it is No FLATTERY;,. 
when J congratulate your Royal Highneſs, on 
the human Glories of your future Reign : and 
thank you for a thouſand Bleſſings, J expect not 
to partake 7. 


1 am, 
With a profound Reſpert, 
STR, | 


Your: Royar Hichness's 
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PROLOGUE 


Spoke by Mr. GiFFARD, 


HE N fone raw Padd'ler, from the waded Shore, I 
Firſt darcs the deep'ning Stream, and wentures: © 
Light on his fllating Corx, the Wave be Skims, (ober, P 
And, wanton in his Safety, thinks, he Swius. | 
So, all Auz1na's FAME our Faults protect: 
And, from your Cenjure, ſcreen each fear Defect. 
For — fboe'd wwe a&, un-skilld, the PLaytr's Parts ;- 
Fe aft fuck SCENES —— as force usy to yu! Hearts. 1 


What Flood. of Tears a neighb'ring Land * flow, 
Nen a whole People wept Alzira's Woe ! | | 
The louelieſt Eyes of France, in one pleas'd Night, 

Twice charm'd, — renew'd, and lengthen'd-out, Delight. 
Favice charm'd, "review'd ehe ſad, the melting, Strain: 

Feit, — hung — inſatiate - on the willing Pain | 
Thrice thirty Days, All Paris id, for SENSE! | 
Tumblers --ftood Milland thought \---in WIir's Defence | 
Evi Power deſpotic felt, how Wrongs can move: 

And, nobly, wept--- for LinERTY, and LoVE! 


Can it be fear d, then,- ---that*Our gen tous Land, 
Where Juſtice blooms, and Reaſon Held. Command ; 
This Soil of Science I avhere bold Truth 7s taught, 
This Seat of. Freedom and this Throne of Thought! 
Can pour Applauſe, on foreign Song, and Dance, 


. Yet, leave the Praiſe of ſolid Senſe, to France | 


No That's impoffible,--- -- tis Britain's Claim, 
To hold no Second Place, in Taſte, or Fame. 

Th Arts and Arms, alike victorious known, 
ate en deſerves Her Choice, /be makes her own. 


Nor, 
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Nor, let the conſcious Poxwer of Engliſh Wit 
Lejs feel the Force----becauſe a Frerchman Writ. 
Reaſon and Sentiment;---like Air and Light, 
[ Where: ever found, are Nature's common Righ*. 
| Since the ſame Sun gives Northern Climes their Day, 
| After the Eaſt, has, firſt, receiv'd it's Ray, 
| Why ſhould our Pride, repel the Muſes' Smile, 


| Becauſe it dawn'd not, firſt, upon our Ile ? 


Fraternal Art ApoyTs each Alien Fame: 
The Wiſe, and Brave, are, Ev'ry- where, the Same. 


| From hoſtile Sentiments, let Diſcord Hoco; 8 
| But, They <obo think lite Friends, uli have No For. WW ,* 
| . Then 
I And 
1 Paw 
| | And 
| Wo 
| THE Ana 
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Spoke by Mrs. GIFFARD. "4 


| © HE Fifth Ad paſt, you'll think it firange to find 
vi. My Scene of deep Diſtreſs is, yet, behind ! 
Tosk'd, for the Epilogue, I fear you'll blame 
My want----of what you love, behind that Name. 
But, for my Soul, I can't, from ſuch High Scening, 
Deſcend, plum dcun at once to Double-meaning. 
Judges | protect me and pronounce it fit, 
That Sokmn Senſe, /oou'd end, with Serious Wit. 


— 


— — 
—— 
— — — 
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2 


When the full Heart oerflowws. wwith pleaſing Pain, 
Why fhould wwe wiſh, to make th Impreſſion vain ? © 
Why, when two rhinking Hours have fixt the Play, 
Shou'd tao light Minutes, laugh it's Uſe away? 
*Javere to proclaim our Vertues but a JEST, 


Should they xb ridicule em, pleaſe us, beſt. 
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V - rather, at pour Actors Mardi. require 
of ing more Apt; and a-Sublimer Fire |. 
houghts that may rivet, not efface, the Scene: 
Aids to the Mind: not Flattries for the Spleen. 
When Love, Hate, Pity,-- Doubt, Hope, Grief, and Rage, 
With claſhing Inf ence, fire the ghwing Stage, 
I hen the tonch'd Heart, relenting into Woe, 
From Others Fate, does its own Danger &now 


When foft ning Tenderneſs wnhchs the Mind, 


And the ſtretch'd Boſom takes in all Mankind: 
Sure | "tis no Time, for the bold Hand of Wit 
To ſnatch back Jirtucs, from the plunder'd Pit. 


Still be it Ours, to give jau Scenes, thus ſtrong, 
And Youre, to cheriſh, and retain em, long | 
Then, all the Stage its General Uſe endear ; 

And every Virtue, gather Firmneſs, here. 

Poww'r be to Pardon,--- Wealth to Pity, Mov*d ; 
And Truth be taught the Art, to grow belov'd : 
Women, 7 charm, with faſt, and ſure, Effet ; 
And Men, to love em, with a /oft Reſpect. 

Till Al alike, fome diffrent Motive roufes : 

And Tragedy, (un-farc'd) invites full Houſes. 
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CEPHANIA, 


PERSONS Repreſented. 


Don Cantos, Governor of Peru, „ . 
for the Spaniards, 7 5 By Mr. Night. 


Don ALVAREZ, Becker Don | E 
Carlos, and former Governor, 3 By Mr. Gifard. 


Zamor, Indian Sovereign, one 
Part of the Country,, y By Mr. Johnson. 


EzmoxT, Indian Sovereign, of ) 
another Part, N By Mr. Ha ward. 


Arz IRA, Daughter of Ezmont, By Mrs Gifard. 


EMIRA, 5 Alzira's Women, 


Spaniſh and American Captains end Soldiers. 


Scene, in the City of Lama. 
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Don ALVARE Z:, Don CARL os. 


ALVAREZ. 
r leng:b, the Council, pirtial to my 


Ass, to a Son, I love, transferr' my 
FA JD Power. 


Carlos, rule, happy : be aViceroy, long! 
i on”, for thy Prince, and for thy Cod, 
| | maintain 

This younger, richer, lovelier, Half the Globe; 

Too fruitful heretofore, in Mrongs, and Blood : 

Crimes, the lamented Growths of powerful Gold / 

Safe, to thy abler Hand, devolve reſign'd, 

Thoſe Sovereign Honours, which oppreſs'd my Years, 

And dimm'd the feeble Lamp of waited Age. 
Vet had it, long, and not unuſeful, flum'd. 

J. firſt, o'cr wo. d'ring Mexico, in Arms, 

March'd the new Horrors of a World unknown ! 

ſteer'd the floating Towers of fearleſs Spain 

Through the plow'd Boſom of an untried Sea! 
W. B | 
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Too happy, had my Labours been fo bleſs'd, 
To change my brave Aſſociate's rugged Souls, 
And ſoften ſtubborn HEROES into Men. 

Their Crue//zes, my Son, eclips'd their Glory: 
And I have wept a Conqu'ro:'s ſplendid Shame, 
Whome Heaven net better made, and, yet, made Great? 

Wearied at length, I reach my Life's 'aft Verge ; 

Where I ſhall, peaceful, veil my Eyes, in Reſt ; 
If, ere they doſe, they but behold my Carlos 
Ruling Porcſi's Realm, by Chriſtian Laws, 

And making Gold move rich, by Gifts from Heaven. 

D. Carlo,. Taught and ſupported, by your great Ex- 
J learnt, beneath your Eye, to conguer, Realms, [ample, 
Which, by your Councils, 1 may learn to / overn : 
Giving thoſe Laws, I firſt, receive, from yor. 

Alvarez. Not ſo, Divided Power is Power diſarm'd. 
Outworn by Labour, and decay'd by Time, 
P mp is no more my Wiſh. Eno gh, for Me, 
That, heard in Council, Age may temper Raſhneſs. 

Truſt me, Mankind but ill rewards the Pains 
Of over-prompt Ambition. "Tis, zow, Time 
To give my long: neglected God thoſe Hours, 

Which cloſe the languid Period of my Days. 

One only Gift I ask: refuſe not That. 

As Friend. I ask it; and, as Father, claim. 
Pardon thoſe poor American, condemn'd, 

For wand'ring h ther, and, this Morning, ſeiz'd. 
To y Diſpoſal give em kindly up, 

That Liberty, unhop'd, may charm the more. 
A Day like Ti ſhould merit Smiles from all; 
And Mercy, ſoft'ning Juſtice, mark it 5/¼% d. 

D. Carlasr. Sir, all, that Fathers ask, they muff com- 
Yet, condeſcend to recolle&, how far | [ mand. 
This Pity, undeſerv'd, might hazard All. + | 
In infant Towns like ours, methinks twere ſafe, 

Not to familiarize theſ Savage Spies. 

If we accuſtom Foes to look, too near, 

We teach 'em, at our Colt, to ſlight thoſe Swords, 

They once flew tremb ing from, whene'er they ſaw. 
Frowning Rrw»g?, and Awe of diſtant Dread, 
Not ſmiling Fri r 4/ip, tames theſe ſullen Souls. 
The ſow'r American, unbroke, and wild, 
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Spurns, with indignant Rage, and bites his Chain, 
Humble when punifn'd; if regarded, Fierce. 
Power fickers by Forbearance: Rigid Men, 
Who feel not Pity's Pangs, are beſt obey'd. 
Spaniards, tis true, are raPd by Honour's Law, 
Submit unmurm' ring, and unforc'd go right. 
But, other Nations are impell'd by Feer ; 
And muſt be rein'd, and ſpurr'd, with hard Controll. 
The Gods themſelves, in this ferocious Clime, 
Till they look grim with Blzod, excite no Dread. 

Alvarez. Away, my Son, with theſe dete ſted Schemes! 
t Ex- ¶ periſh ſuch politic Repro ch of Rule 

Are we made Captains in our Maker's Cauſe, 

O'er theſe new a en call'd to ſtretch his Name, 
His peaceful Name ! and ſhall we, unprovok'd, 

Bear Murders, which our holy Che is preſume 

To miſpronounce His injur'd Altar's Due 

Shall we diſ-people Realms, and I/ to ſave! 

Such if the Fruits of Spain's religious Care, 
I, from the diſtant Bounds of our od World, 
Have to this new one, ſtretch'd aS:w/ou's Name, 

To make it. hateful to One Half the Globe, f 

Becauſe no Mercy grac'd the Oth-r's Zeal ! 

No, my miſguided Carlos, the broad Eye 
Of Oe Creator takes in All Mankind. 

Hes Laws expand the Heart: and we, who thus, 
Wou'd, by Deſtruction, propagate PFelief, 

And mix, with Blood, and Go'd, Religion's Growth; 
Stamp in theſe Indians honeſt Breaſts a Scorn 

Of allwe teach, from what they ſee, we do. 

D. Carlos. Yet, the learn d Props of our un-errin 
Whome Zeal, for ſaving Souls, deprives of Reſt, CI urch, 
Taught my late Youth, committed to their Care, 

That Ignorance, averſ, muſt be comp d. 

Alvar x. Our Prieſts are all for Vengeance, Force 
And: only in his T1: der, Act their God. [and Fire? 
Hence, we ſeem Thiew:s; and what we ſeem, we are. 
5*ain has rab d every Gr with of this new World, 
Even to its Savage Nature /---Vain, Unjuſt, 

Proud, Cruel, Covetous, «ve, ww", alone, 
Are the Barbariims, here! --An Indian Heart 
Equals, in Courage, the moſt prompt of ours, 
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But, in Simplicity of artleſs Truth, 
And every honeſt, native Warmth, ercelli us. 

Had They like Us, been b'azdy had they not 
By Pity's Power been mov'd, and Yir'ue's Love, \ 
No Son of mine had heard a Fat l er, now, 

Reprove his erring Raſhneſs..--You forget, 
That, when a Pris ner, in theſe Peop e's Hands 
Gall'd and provok'd by Cruelty and Wrongs, 
While my brave Foll'wers fe/l on every Side, 
Till I alone ſurviv'd, ſome Indians knew me; 
Knew me, and ſuddenly pronounc'd my Name. 

At once they threw their Weapons to the Ground ; 
And a young Savage Chief, whome, yet, I know not, 
Graceful, approach'd ; and, kneeling, preſs'd my Knees. 
« Aloa:ez ! is it you, (he cry'd) — Live, long! 

«© Ours be your Virtue, but not ours your Bleod / 
« Live and inſtruct Oppreſſors, to be /v'd. 

—- Bleſs d be thoſe Tears, my Son ! — I think you 
Joy to your ſoftning Soul! Humanity [weep 
Has Power, in Nature's Right, beyond a Father. 

But, from what Motive ſprung this late Decline, 

From Clemency of Heart to new-born Rigoor ? 
Had you been aways Cruel, with what Brow 
Cou'd you have hop'd to charm the lov'd Alzira ? 
Heireſs to Realms, diſ-peopled by your Sword 
And tho' your Captive, yet your Congu ror, too. 
Truſt me, — with Women worth the being uon, 
The /efteſt Lover, ever, belt ſucceeds. 

D. Carlos. Sir, I obey : Your Phaſure breaks their 
Yet, tis their Duty to embrace our F::th : [ Chains ; 
So runs the Ki g's Command. To merit Life, 

Quit they their Id Wor ip, and be free. 

So, thrives Religion, and compels the Blind : 

So, draws our holy Altar Souls, by Force, 

Till Oppoſition dies, and ſleeps in Peace : 

So, links, a govern'd World, in Faith's ſtrong Chain; 
And but One Moncrch ſerves ; and but Oxx Gop. 

Aly. Hear me, my Son. That, crown'd, in this new 
Religion may erect her holy Throne, [ World, 
Is what, with ardent Zeal, my Soul defires ! ; 
Let Haven and Spain find, here, no future Foe / 
Yet, ne'er did I'er/e ution's Offspring thrive : 


For, 


Spite of my Pride ! bluſh at it 


' Wait the prepar'd Event Heaven has been kind; 


| Your Marriage ſhall unite two diſtant Worlds : 
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For, the ſorcd Heart, ſubmitting, ſtill /e. 

Reaſon gains all Men, by compelling None. 

Mercy was always Heaven's diſtinguiſh'd Mark : 

And He, who bears it not, has no Friend Here. 

D. Carlos. Your Reaſons, like your Arms, are ſure to 
J am inſtructed, and ennobled, by em (conquer. 
Indulgent Virtue dwells im all you ſay, _ 

And ſoftens, while you ſpeak, the liſt'ning Soul! 

Since Heaven has bleſs'd- you with this powerful Gift, 
To breathe Perſuaſion, and un-charm Reſolves, 
Prononrce me favour'd, and you nate me ſo. 
Warm my Alxira's Coldneſs : dry her Tears: 
And teach her to be mine. love that Maid, 
but, ſtill ve her! 
Yet will I neter, to ſooth unyielding Scorn, 

Unman the Soldier, in the Lover's Cauſe. 

J cannot ſtoop to far a hopeleſs Flame, 

And be, in vai, her S/ave.--You, Sir, might ad me: 
You can do all Things with A/zira's Father. 

———- Bid him command his Daughter to be kind. 

Bid him--But whither would my Love miſlead me ! 
Forgive the blind Preſumption, of a Hope, 

That to my Int reſt, ſtoops my Father's Rank; 

And ſends him, Eeggar, to an Indian's Door | 

Av. Tis done, already. I have urg'd it to him. 


= 


Ex mont has mov d his Daughter, in your Cauſe : 


Since theſe illuſtrious Captives, Both, are Chriſiians : 
Ezmont, ny Convert, and his Daughter, His. 

Alxira governs a whole Peop es Minds : 

Each watchful Indian reads her ſtudied Eye, 

And to Hey ſilent Hear! conforms his own. 


For, when the ſtern Repiner at our Law 
Sees, in your Arms, the Daughter of his King, 
With humbler Spirit, and with Heart leſs fierce, 
His willing Neck ſhall court the Yoke he ſcorn'd. 
But look, where Emo t comes !---Retire, my Son: 
And leave me to complete the Task begun. [EA D. Car, 


Enter EZ MON r. x 
Welcome, my Friend : Your Council, or Command, 
Has left, I hope, Alira, well refoly'd., 
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Ezm. Great Father of the Friendle/s | —— Pardon, yer, 
If One, whoſe Sword ſeem'd fatal to her Race, 
Keeps her Heart cold, with ſome Remains of Horror. - 
We move with /ing ring Steps, to thoſe we fear. 
But Prejudice will fly, before ar Voice ; 
Whoſe winning Manners conſecrate your Laab. 
To you, who gave us Heaven, our Earth is due. 
Yours our ze Being! our enlighten'd Souls 
Spæin may hold Realms, by Purchaſe of her Sv: 
And Worlds may yield to Powt&--but WEB, to VIR TVU. 
Your bloody Nation's unſucceeding Pride 
Had made their God diſguſtful as their Crimes! 
We ſaw him, hateful, in their murd'rous Zeal ; 
But , him, in your Mer. From your Heart, 
His Influence ſtream d accepted: and my Grown, - 
My Dau_hter, and my Soul, became your Slaves. 
Father, alike, of Carlos, and of Me, 
I give him my Alxira, for your Sake: 
And, with her, all Pato and Peru. 
Summon the reverend Choir; prepare the Rites: 
And truſt y Promiſe, for my Daugh'er's Will. 
Atv. Bleis'd be the long-wiſh'd Sound l- This great 
I ſhall go down in Peace, and bail my Grave. { Worle, pft, 
O! Dea! Great Ltader whoſe Almighty Hand 
Drew the dark Veil aſide, that hid nexv Vorlds; 
Smile on this Union, which, confirm'd by Thee, 
Shall, in ne Empire, graſp the circled Globe, N 
And task the Sun's whole Round to meaſure Spain! 
Ezmont, farewell, — I go to greet my Son, 
With welcome News, how much he owes my Friend. [ Exit. 
EzMONT, alone, | 
Thou ! nameleſs Power, unequal'd, and Alone ! 
Whoſe dreadful Vengeance overwhelm'd, at once, 
My Country, and Her Gods, too weak, to ſave / 
Protect my failing Years from new Diſtreſs. 
Robb'd of my All : but This One Daughter left me : 
Oh! guard her Heart, and guide her, to be 5! 
| Enter AL Z IRA. | 
Daughter, be happy, while Good-fortune cavrts thee ; 
And, in thy Bleſſing, chear thy Country's Hope. 
Protect the Vanquiſh'd : Rule the Victor's Will? 
Seize the bent Thunder, in his lifted Hand; 
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I chang'd my very Gedi, and took my Fathers. 
B 


A TRAGEDY. 
And from Deſpair's low Seat, remount a Throne. 
Lend the lov'd Pablic thy reluctant Heart; 
And, in the Joy of Millions, find thy own 
Nay, do not weep, Alxira: Tears will, now, 
Seem Inſults ; and reproach thy Father's Care. 
Alx. Sir, my whole Soul, devoted, feels your Power! . 
Yet, if Alxira's Peace was ever dear, 
Shut not your Ear to my deſpairing Grief 3 
But, in my Nuptials, read my certain Doom. 
Ezm. Urge it no more: It is an 7//-tim'd Sorrow. 
Away. I had thy kind Conſent before. 
Ax. No,—Y ou compel” d the frightful Sacrifice: 
And, ah! remorſeleſs Heaven ! — at what a Tine! 
When the rais'd Sword of this all. -murd'ring Lover 
Hangs o'er my People's Heads, with threat'ning Sway, 
To ſtrike the trembling Remnant from my Sight, || 
And mark my Nuptial Day, a Day of Death! | 
Omers on Omens have pronounc'd it curs'd. | 
Ezm. Quit theſe vain Fears, theſe fuperſtitious Dreams | 
Of un- confiding Ignorance ! What Day? 
What Omens *® We ourſelves, who chuſe our Als, 
Make our own Days, or happy, or accurs'd. 
Ak. Twas on this Day, the Pride of all our State, 
Zamor, the Great, the Warlike Zamor, fell : 
Zamor, my Lover, and your purpos'd Son. 
Ezm. Zamor was brave: and I have mourn'd his Fall. 
But the cold Grave diſſalves evn Lovers Vows. 
Bear to the Altar then a Heart reſoly'd : 
And let thy ſummon d Virtue check thy Weakneſs. 
Was not thy Soul enroll'd a Chriſtian, lately ? 
The aweful Power, that lent thoſe Chriſtians Name, 
Speaks, in my Voice ; commands thee to be won. 
Hear Him : and learn Obedience to His Will. 
Alx. Alas, my Father! Hare this dreadful Zeal. 
Has not the Parent ſpoke ? Why ſpeaks the G? 
I know, and I confeſs, a Father s Power: 
At His Command, to ſacrifice the Life 
He gave me, is a Duty, Nature taught. 
But, y Obedience paſſes Nature s Bounds ; 
Whate er Ie is, with my Father's Eyes ; 
Whate'er I hv is, for my Father's Sake ; 


Yet, has this Father, piouſly ſevere, : 
Wrong'd my believing Weakneſs, and undone me. 

He told me, to compoſe my troubled Heart, 

Peace held her Dwelling at the Altar's Foot. 

He told me, that Religion cur'd Deſpair ; 

And ſoften'd every Pang, that pierc'd the Soul. 
But, ah! 'twas all Deceit! all, dear Delufion ! 
Mzix'd with the Image of an aweful God; 

A human Image ſtruggles in my Heart, 

And checks my willing Vertue, in its Riſing, 
Zamor, tho' dead to Nature, lives, to Lowe. 
Zamor ſtill triumphs in Alxira's Breaſt 
Lord of her Soul, and holds back all her Wiſhes. 

You frown. —Alas ! you blame a Guilt you caus'd. 
Quench then this Flame, too hard for Death and Time; 
And force me to be His, whome moſt I hate. 
If my lov'd Country Sid, I muſt obey. 

Yet, while by Force you join auc Hands, 
Tremble, whene'er you drag me to the Altar, 
Tremb'e, to hear my Tongue deceive my God: 
Ta hear me, to this hated Tyrant, vow 
A Heart, that beats unchang'd, Another's Due. 

Ezm. Alas, my Child, what unwweigh'd Words are Theſe! 
Pity my Age, unkt for /ength'ning Woes : 

Nature asks Reft : Pity theſe falling Tears. 
By all our Fates, that all depend on THEE, 
Let me conjure thee, to be Bled, Thy/etf, 
Nor c'oſe in Mijers, my Life's laſt Scene. 
Wry do I ve, but to redeem ty Hopes? 
For thy own Sake, not mine, %% my Care. 
blait not the ripening Proſpect of thy Peace, 
Hard, and with labour'd Fatience, ſlowly grown, 
Nox, on thy inſtant Choice, depends thy Fate / 
Nor only thine, but a whole People's Fate 
Wilt thou betray them? Fave they other Help? 
Have they a Hops, but IuEE ?— Think, think, A/zire; | 
Ard nobly loſe Thy/eff, to ſave a State. [ Exit, 
Als Cruel Accompliſhment ! ſublime Dad! 
S „ fiign we Virtues, to become a Throne, 
Till Public Duty drowns our private Truth. 
Erter Don Carlos. 
D. Car. Princels, you give a Lover Cauſe to you, F 
. | ö at 
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Time; 


> Theſe! 


Alzira ; 


[Exit. | 
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That this long Labour of your ſlow Conſent 
Springs, from a Heart too co/ to feel his Flame. 
While, for your Sake, ſuſpended Law forbears 
To puniſh Rebels, whome you wiſh to ſave, 
Ungrateful, you compel a Nation's Freedom ; 

And bind, in Recompence, my Chains, more cloſe ! 

Yet, miſconceive me not.— I would not owe 
A ſoſten' d Sentiment to having /e-4 you: 

That were to bribe a Heart my Pride wou'd Quin. 

I ſhou'd, with mingled Foy and Bluſbes, g in you, 
If, as my Perquiſite of Powwey you fell. 

Let me attract, not force you. —T would owe you, 
All, to your/e/f: Nor could I taſte a Joy, 

That, in your giving it, might coſt you Pain. 

Alx. Join, Sir, my fruitleſs Prayers to angry Heaven !--- 
This dreadful Day comes charg d with Pains, for Both. 
No Wonder you detect my troubled Soul: 

It burſts unveil'd from my d:/c/o/ing Ex ES 

And glows on every Feature's honeſt Air. 

Such is the Plainneſi of an Indian Heart, 

That It 4;/4ains to ſculk behind the Tongue; 

But throws out all its Wrongs, and all its Rage. 

She who can hide her Purpoſe, can betray : 

And That's a Chriſtian Vertue, I've not learnt. 
D. Car. I love your Frankneſs, but reproach its Cast. 

Zamor, remember'd Zamor, ſpeaks, in TU is. 

With Hatred, ſtretch'd beyond th' Extent of Lite, 
He croſſes from the Tomb, his Conq rors Will; 

And, ſelt through Death, revenges rival Love. 

Ceaſe to complain, and you may learn to Fear. 

My Fame, your Duty, Both, require a Change : 
And, I muſt wiſh, It were from Tears, to Foy. 

Ax. A Rivals Grave ſhou'd bury Jealouſy. 

But, whence your Right, to cenſure Sorrow for him? 


Id him: I proclaim it. Had I not, 


I had been blind to Senſe, and loſt to Reaſon. 
Zamoy was all the Prop of our f:iln World: 
And (but he lov'd i much) confeſs d no Weakneſ; / 
Had 1 not mourn d a Fate, He not deſerv d, 
{ had d:/erv'd the Fate, He felt unjuſtly. 
For You, — be proud no more: but dare be Fonef. 
Far from preſuming to reproach my Tears, 9 
N B 5 Honouy 
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Honour my Conftancy ; and praiſe my Vertue. 
Ceale to regret the Dues I pa the Dead : | 
And merit, if you can, a Heart thus faithful, Exit, 


Don CAR Los, alone. 


Spite of my fruitleſs Paſſion, I confeſs, 
Her Pride, thus darting its fcere Diſdain, 
Aſtoniſhes my Thought, and charms my Anger. 
-- -IVhat, then, ſhall I re/ofve ?----Muſlt it coſt more, 
To tame One female Heart, than all Pera 
Nature, adapting her to ſuit her Climate, 

Left her all /awage, yet all /5inzng, too! 

But, tis my Duty to be Maſter, here; 

Where (ſhe alone excepted) All obey. 
Since then too faintly I her Heart incline, 
[ll force her ſtubborn Hand, and fix her mine. 
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Za ok, and four Indian Captains, in Chains, 


Z AMOR. 
SEYESIRIENDS | who have dar d beyond 3 
| 2 Cof Mortals ! 
* 4 Whoſe Courage ſcorn'd Reſtraint, and grexw,. 


un Cin Danger! 
e in my Hopes, and my Misfortunes ! | 
Since we have / our Vengeance, let Death find us l 
Why ſhould we, longer, be condemn'd to Life, 
Defenceleſs, to our Country, and Alzira ? 
Yet, why ſhould Spaniſi Carlos ſcape our Swords? 
Why thrive, beneath a Weight of ua-check d Crimes? 
And why has Heaven for/aten, Us, and VIRTVUE ? 
Ye ſtrengthleſs Powers! whaſe Altars ſmoak' din vain} 
Gods, of a faithful, et a cheated, People! 
Why have you thus, Berra) d us, to the Foe ? 
Why had fix hundred, Spany& Vagrants, Power _ 
9 


Exit, 
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To cruſh my Throne, your Temples, Rites, and Vou? 
Where are your Altars ? where my Ghries, Now ? 
Where is Alxira? more, Her/ If. a God, 
Than your collected Queent, of fancied Heaven 
Helpleſs, once more, thou ſee'ſt me, — % Peru 
Oer —_ Sands, through Defarts, croſs'd in vain, 


From Foreſt Wilds, impervious to the Sun ; 

From the World's Waſtes, beneath the burning Zone, 

I brought thee an- Hop d Aid ! The word ring Stars 

Beheld me, gath'ring from remoteſt Vilds. 

New Strength, new ProſpeQs----and new Meant. to die! 

Your Arms, your Furtherance, your vaſt Support, 

New-furniſh'd my Deſires, and wing'd my Hope. 

Vengeance and Lowe, once more, had mann'd my Heart. 

But ah! how vain That Hope! how ft That Vengeance! 

The Slaves of Avarice are Honour's Maſfers [ Forces? 
Ind. Cap. Why left we, in the neight"fing Woods, our 

Why dar'd we paſs, too bold, their guarded Gates, 


Alone, and unſupported, —raſh Diſcoverers ? 


Zam. Seiz'd but this Morning, from our Dungeon's 
TY infernal Murderers have hither brought us, [ Depth, 
Unknowing to what Death, tho' ſure to die. 

Yet, it o'erjoys me, we have net, once more. 

But «there ? what Place is This? Has none yet heard 
Who governs, here ? what Fate Alzira found ? 
Whether her Father is, like us, their Save? 

Dear, wretched Friends, who ſhare a Death, my Dae, 
Can none inſtruct me, what I wiſh to know? 

Ind. Cap. From ſep'rate Priſons, hither led, like you, 
Through diff” rent Streets we came, the Cauſe not known: 
All uninform'd of what you ſeek to learn. k | 
Great, but unhappy, Prince! deferving, long, 

A nobler Fate ! our filent Souls lament 
Our Want of Power to ſave ſo lov'd a Leader. 
Now — to die wwith you, is our Nobleſt Claim, 
Since, to die for you, was a Choice denied us. 
Zam. Next the wilt'd Glory of Succeſs in War, 
The greateſt is, to die, and die, renown'd. 
But, to die Notele/s, in the Shameful Dark, 
To die, and leave in Chains our ſuff ring Country 
To fall, undignified, by Villains Hands: 
The Sacrifice, of Europe's outcaſt Bloodhounds /! 
ö SF B 6 Horrid. 


Horrid, with Others Wounds, and poorly Rich, 
With Others plunder'd Treaſure ; die, by Butchers! 
Blood ſtain'd Iaſulters of a yielded World ? 

Riflers, who gave me up, to tire their Tortures, . 
But, for Diſcovery of the Geld I Corn d, 

As Droſs, leſs valued, and. leſs wiſt'd than They ! 
To be, in Death, the Cauſe of my Friends Dying! 
To die, and leave Alxira, to my Murderers ! 


Tuts is a Death of Horror, not of Fame 
This is the Body's Death but ſakes the Soul! 


Fnter ALVAREZ, with a. Guard of Spaniards. 
Av. Live : and be free. 
[Spaniſh Soldiers unfetter the Indians. 
Zam. Ye Gods, of loſt Peru ! 
What do I hear ſaid he, Be free, and live ? 
What vaſt, .m ſerious, Accident of Virtue 1 
Some. Power Divine, in Sport, deceives my Wonder ! 


Thou fem. a Spaniard.! -— and but thou FoxG1v'sT, | 


Lcou'd have ſworn thee, Chriſtian !---who ? what art thou? 
Art thou ſome God? or this new City's King? 

Av. Chriſtian I am; and Spamard : but No King. 
Yet, ſerves my Power, to fave the Weak, diftreſ#d.. 


Zum. What thy Diſtinction then? thou gen'rous Vonder! 
Av. The Love of Pity, when the Wretched, avant it. 
Zam Pig! and Chriſtian l- what inſpir'd thy Great- 
[neſs? 
Zam. Thy Gol? — perhaps then, theſe inſatiate Vaſters, 


Au. My Memory, my Duty ; and my Gol. 


Theſe human Seemers, with but Forms of Men; 
Theſe Thirſters after only Gold and Blood: 

From ſome coar/e, laculeſi, Part of Europe, came; 
And ſerve ſome bloodier God, that wars with Nine? 


Atv. Their Faith the ſame with mine, but not their Na- 


Chriſtians by Birth, by Error, made Un-chriſtian [ture : 
In Power grown giddy, they di/grace Command. | 


Thou know'ſt Heir Faults too well: now, know my Dur. 
Twice has the Sun's broad Traverſe girt the Globe, 


Twice wheel'd the Summer, round your World, and ours ;. 


Since a brave Indian, Native of your Land, 

To whome Surprize in Ambuſb made me Captive, 
Gave me the fo; feit Life his Sword had won. 
The wnexpeaed Mercy forc'd my Blyhes : 


For, 
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For, I perceiv'd, Compaſſian of You x Woes, 
Was but a Duty, when I thought 'twas Y7rtue. 
Thenceforth, your Countrymen became my Brothers : 
And, I have, now, but one Complaint againſt them; 
hat I muſt never 4ow,: his Name, who ſav'd me: 
am. He has Alvarez” Voice! He has his Features 
His Age the /ame, too; and the /am” his Story 
Tis He! there is 0 other Honeſt Chriſtian. 
Look on us. All: and recollect his Face, 
Who, wiſely ſpar'd thy Life, to ſpread thy Virtues. 
Av. Come nearer, noble Y outh.---By Heaven, tis He 
Now, my dim Eyes, you teach me my Decay, 
That cou'd not let me /e my With indulg d, 
But chuded ev'n my Gratitude ! My Son! 
My Benefactor! Saviour of my Age 
What can I do ! Inſtruct me to de/erve thee. 
Dwell in my Sight; and I will be thy Father. 
Thou wilt have ,t the Merit of thy G, 
If, from the Power it gave, Thou claim it no Payment. 
Zam. Truſt me, my Father, had thy Span; Sons 
Shewn but a Glimm'ring of thy awful Virtus, 
Grateful Peru, now, de/olately, Theirs, 
Had been a peopled World, of cvilling Slaves. 
But Cruelty, and Pride, and. Plunder, claim them. 
Rather than live, among that /elon Race, 
Hide, hide me, filent Death ; and ſcreen my Soul 
From the reliefleſs Rage of un, felt Curles. 
Alt I wou'd 21, All I will zake, from Spain, 
Is but, to be inform'd, if Ezmont L1ves ?. 
Or, has ie Blood new. ſtain'd their Hands with Murder 2 
Ezmont P- perhaps you knew him not ?----That Exmont, 
Who was Alxiras Father ? - I muſt ſtop, 
And weep before I dare go on, to ask 
Whether —— That Father, — and That Daughter live ? 
Alv. Hide not thy Tears: weep boldly---and be proud 
To give the fowing Virtue manly Way. 
*Tis Nature's Mark, to know an honeſt Heart by. 
Shame on thoſe Breaſts of Stone, that cannot Melt, 
In, ſoft Adoption of Another's Sorrow. 
But, be on comforted : for, both thy Friends 
Live; and are happy, here. 
Zam. And, ſhall I /e em? 
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Av. Ex noni, within this Hour, ſhall teach his Friend, 
To live, and hope — and be as bleſs'd, as He. 
Zam. AlzixA's Exmort? 
Av. From his Mouth, not mine, 
Thou ſhalt, this Moment, learn, whate'er thou ſeek'ſt. 
He ſhall inſtru thee in a ſmiling Charge, 
That has united Spain, with ſav'd Peru. 
I have a Son, to 14%, with this new Joy: 
He will partake y Happineſs, and ve thee, 
I quit thee, but will inſtantly return 
To charm thee with this Union's happy Story, 
That nothing, now, on Earth, has Power to ſever ———— 
Yet, which, once clos'd, ſhall quiet warring Worlds. 
| [ Exit, with Guard;, 
Zam. At length, th' awak'ning Gods remember Zamor, 
And to atone my Wrongs by working Wonders, 
Have made a Spariard HoN EST, to reward me! 
Alvarez is, himſelf the Chriſtians Gad: 
Who, long-provok'd, and bluſhing at their Crimes, 
In his own Right deſcends, to dei their Shame. 
He ſays, he has a Son: That Son ſhall be 
My Brother; if, at leaſt, he does but prove 
Worthy {cou'd Man be ) of ſuch a Father! 
O, Day! O, Dawn of Hope, on my ſad Heart 
Ezmort, now, after three long Years, of Moe, 
Ezmont; Alzira's Father, is reſtor'd me 
Alzira too, the dear, the gen'rous Maid, 
She, whome my ſighing Soul has been at work for? 
She, who has made me 3 and left me wretched ! 
Alxira too, is here! and /ives, to thank me. 
Enter Ezuo Nr. 
Oh ! ye profuſe Rewarders of my Pain! 
He comes ! my Ezmoent comes ---Spring of my Hopes 
Thou Father of my lab'ring Mind's Iſpirer / 
Hard let me preſs thee, to a Heart that loves thee. 
Eſcap d from Death, be old returning Zamer. 
He will no, cannot die, while there is Hope, 
That he may live to ſerve @ ſuf ring Friend. 
- -- Speak, ſpeak ; and be thy firſt ſoſt word Alx ra 
Say, ſhe is Here: and bes d, as Heaven can make her. 


Ezm. Unhappy Prince !- She lives: nor lives remote. 


Words cannot reach Deſcription of her Grief, 


Since 
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Since firſt the News of thy ſad Death was brought her. 
Long dwelt ſhe, ſorrowing, o'er an empty 7' omb, | 
Which, for thy fancied Form, ſhe rais'd to abeep on. 
But thou Rill /iw'/# !---amazing Chance | --thou /v't !* 
Heav'n grant ſome doubtful means to %% thee, long, 
And make thy Life as happy ——as tis ſtranze! 
— What brought thee HIiTHER, Zamor ? 

Zam. Cruel Queſtion ! | 
Colder, than all the Dea r I have eſcap'd from 
Why do'ſt thou a? -Where ele cou d I have hop'd - 
To find, and to redeem, thyſelf, and Daughter? 
; Ezm. Say That no more---'tis Miſery, to % ar thee. 

Zam. Bethink thee of the black, the direful Day, 
When that vile Spaniard — CarLos, (curſe the Name) 
Invulnerable, or to S<word or Shame, | 
O'erturn'd thoſe Walls, which Zime, when Dung, ſaw built, 
By Earth attracted, Children of the Sun. 
Periſh his Name! and oh! be curs'd my Fate, 
Who, yet, no nearer brought him, than to Thought, 
In Horror of his Murders ! Twas the Wretch, 
Who bears that Name, of Carlos, blaſted all. | 
"Twas in That Name, Pillage and Slaughter ſpread ! 


; "Twas in That Name, they dragg'd 4/zira from me 3 


Buried in Duſt the T'emples of our Gods : 


And ſtain'd with the ſurrounding Off'rer's Blood, 
Their Violated Altars! The ſhock'd Power, 


That ſmil'd expectant, on our Marriage Vow, 

Ruſh'd back, and preſs'd in vain his Brother Gods, 

To vindicate their Empire. Spain s dark Power 
Prevail'd: and I was Captive led to Car los. 

I will not ter, ih thy pitying reaſt, 
Iwill not ell zbee, to what tort'ring Pain, 
That Villain Spaniard's Avarice condemn'd me. 
Condemn'd me, Ex mont, for the Sake of Gli! 
Gold, the Divinity of Beggar Spain; 
And our neglected Refuſe | —>T'is enough, 
o tell thee, that, amidſt their Tortures, left, 
ind ſeeming dead, They, (tr d, not fatisfied,) 
orbore, becauſe I felt not. I rewiy'd, 
o feel, once more but never to forget, 
he Grindings of their Inſult. Three long Years 
ve lent me Friends, and Hopes, andArms, for / 2 
| | | 9 
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Cloſe ambuſh'd, in the neighb'ring Woods they lie, 
Sworn, the Revengers of their. bleeding Country. 
Ezm.: Alas! my Heart compaſſionates thy Wrongs : 
But, do not ſeek a Ruin, that wou'd un thee. 
What can thy flint-arm'd Indian's Courage do? 
What their weak Arrows, Spoils of Fiſhes Bones ? 
How can thy naked, untrain d, Warriors conquer ? 
Unequally oppos'd to Iron- men: 
To woundleſs Boſoms, coated o'er with Safety! 
Andlarm'd with miſſive Thunders in their Hand, 
That ſtream Deaths on us, ſwifter than the Winds! 
No---ſince the World, they ſay, has yielded to em, 
Yield Zamor, and Peru; and let em reign. 
Zam. Let the World yield---Zimor will always find 
Some gen'rous Corner, in it, fit for Freedom. 
Had 1 been born, to /erve ; Obedience claims 
Returns, of Benefit, and due Prote#ion : 
Outrage and Wrongs, require Correction only. Z 
Theſe Lightnings and theſe Thunders; Theſe ſafe Shells f 
_ Cafes for Fear, which guard their Iron War ; N 
Theſe fiery Steeds, that tear the trampled Earth, 
And hurl their headlong Riders on the Foe ; 
Theſe outward-Forms of Death, that fright the World, 
J can look ſtediaſt on; and dare deſpiſe. 
The Novelty once loſt, the Force will fail. 
Curſe on our feeble Go/d!” It ca'ls in Foes, 
Yet, helps pot to repe/ the Wrongs it dr: avs! 
Oh! hag&bit STEEL been ours ! --- but partial Heaven 
Has, with hat manly W. alth, enrich'd our Foe ! 
— Yet, not to leave our Vengeance quite diſarm'd, 
Depriving us of Steel, it gave us Virtue. | 
Ezm. Virtue was bleſs'd, of old: But, Times are 
[ chang'd.. | 
Zam. No Matter---let us keep: our Hearts the ſame. | 
Alxira cannot change: Alxi a's juſt. 
Alxi a's fai hful, to her Vows, and ne. 
Save me ye Gods! from a Friend's downcaſt Eye 2 ? 
N bencè are thoſe Sighs, and Tears ? 
Ezm. Too wretched Zamor ! | 
Zam. I thought myſelf Alzira's Father's Son ; 
But find, theſe Tyrants have ning d thy Soul: 
And a thee, on the Srave's laſt Ed ge, to wrong me. 


Exm. 


2s 5 


nes are 
ang d. 


'g ! 


ig me. 


Ezm. 


ATRAGRE D. 31 


Ezm. They cannot. Tis an Art, I will not learn. 
Nor are our Conq'rors, All, unjuſt : for, know, 
"Twas Heaven induc'd theſe Chri/tians to our Clime, 
Leſs to ſubdue, and rule us, than inſtru. 

K ow, they brought with them Vertues,. here unfound: 
Secrets, immortal, that preſerve the Sul, 

The Science, of Salvation, by Belief! 

The Art, of living L, and dying, /afe ! 

Zam. Or I am deaf: or, wou'd to Heaven, I ere! 
But, if I heard thee, right, thou ſeem'ſt to praiſe -- 
Theſe p:/fering Zealots, who uſurp thy Throne, 

And wou'd convert thy Daughter, to a Slave! 

Ezm. Alxixa is no Slave. 

Zam Ah! Royal Ezmont ! 

Pardon ſome Tranſport, which Deſpai- inflam'd 3. 
And, to great Woes, indulge a little Warmth, 
Remember, ſhe was mine, by ſolemn Yow : 

By thy own Oath, before our Altar ſwarn, 
Honour, and Perjury, can never meet. 

Exm. What are our Altars? what our 1d! Gods ? 
Fantoms, of human Coinage, fear'd no more! 

I would not wiſh to hear thee cite their Name. 

Zam. What ! was our Father's Worſhip vain Decent ? 

Ezm. It was: and I have happily di/claim'd it. 

May the great ſingle Power, that rules who'e Heaven, 
Lend thy dark Heart ane Ray, of Truth divine ! 
Mayſt thou, unhappy Zamor, learn to know, 
And, knowing, to conſeſs, in Eu ope's Right, 
He: God ſhould be ador'd, He- Sons obey'd ! 
Zam. Obey'd | Hell blaſt em — What? theſe Sons of 


: They have not robb'd thee of thy Faith alone, [ Rajine ? 


Put pilſer'd even thy Reaſon l. Yet, *twas w/e, 
When thou wou'd'it keep no V, to own no Gods. 
But, tell me; — is A/zira too forſworn? 
True to her Father's Weaknels, has He fallen? 
Serves ſhe the Gods of Chriſtians ? 
Ezm. Hapleſs Youth ! 


Tho' bleſs d in my own Change, I veep for Thine. 


Zam. He, who betrays his Friend, has Cauſe for weep- 
Yet, 'Tears, they ſay, ſhew Pzzy : If they do, ling. 
Pi'y this Torment, which thy Shame has coſt me. 
Pity my Heart, at once alarm d, for Heaven, 


For 
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For Heav'n betray d, like me; and torn at once, 
By Love, and Zeal, and Vengeance. Take me, Carlos; 
Drag me, to die at my Alzira's Feet: 
And I will ſigh away a Soul, ſhe faves not. 

But, have a Care be cautious, e're I fall, 
Of urging me too raſhly, to Deſpair 
Reſume a Human Heart! and feel ome Virtue. 


Enter ALONZO, to EzMONT. 


Alonzo. My Lord, the Ceremonies wait your Preſence. 
Ezm. Farewel — I follow thee. 
Zam. No, by my Wrongs ! 

I will not quit this Hold, till I have learnt, 

Wuar Ceremony, What Hack Purpoſ', waits thee ? 
Ezm Away —— be counſell'd fly this fatal City. 


Zam. Not tho' the Curiſtiar Power that blaſts my Love, 


Shou'd rain down Lig tnings on my deſtin'd Head, 
And my own Gods cry'd, Stay, I ſtill wou'd follow thee, 


Ezm. Forgive the Force of an wnwi/'d Refuſal. | 


Guards, to your Care I muſt commit this Madman. 
Rel rain him He wou'd violate our Altar. 
Theſe Pagars, obſtinate in Ide Z al, 


. Malign our holy Myſt'ries; and profane 


The Church's ſolemn Service. Guard the Doors. 
Tis not in Right of my own Power I ſpeak ; 
But, Carlis, in „y Voice commands your Care. 


[ Exit with Guards af er the have . m from Zamor. 
Zam. Did I not hear him, Friends! — or am 1 ne ? | 


Did I not hear him uſe the Name of C-r/os ? 

O, Treachery ! O Bafeneſs! O, my Wrongs ! 

O ! laſt, uncredited, Reproach of Nature! 
Ezmont commands for Carls? Twas Nor Ezmont : 


I' was that black Devir, that ſcares the Cbriſ ian as ö 
Lied, in His Shape, to ſcandalize Pera lar 4, 


O, Virtuel thou art baniſh'd from Mankind: 

Even from Alzira's Heart, thou now art fed. 

— Theſe Villain Bar rers rob us Nor of Gold, 

They Par its fatal Price, in Morals ruin'd. 

Deteſted Car/s, then, is Here! — oh! Friends! 

What Council ? what Reſource ? to ſtop Deſpair. 
Ind.Cap. Let not my Prince condemn the faithful Zeal, 

That wou'd advi/e his Sorrows. Old Alvarez bs 
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Will ſtrait return, and bring, perhaps, That Son, 

With whom to ſhare his Joy the good Man haſten'd. 
Urge him to ſee you, ſafe, without their Gates : 

Then, ſuddenly rejoin your ambuſh'd Friends, | 
And march, more -qua/, to your purpos'd Vengeance. 
Let us not are a Life, but good 4Fvarez, ' 
And this lov'd Son ! I, near the Wall, remark'd 

Their Arts, and Modes of Structure: mark'd their Angles, 
Deep D:tch, broad Bulkwarks, and their fleeping Thunders. 
I ſaw, and weigh'd it, all: and found Hope ſtrongeſt- 

Our groaning Fathers, Brothers, Sons, and Friends, 

In fetter'd Labour toil, to hou/e their Spoilers. 

Theſe, when we march to their unhop'd Relief, 

Will rife, within the Town, behind their Maſters : 
While you, mean while, without, advance, againſt them: 
And, o'er our dying Bodies, proudly heap'd, | 
Bridge a bold Entrance, o'er their bloody Kampart. 
There, may we turn, againſt their Tyrant Heads, 
Thoſe fiery Mouths of Death, thoſe Storms of Murder, 
Thoſe Forms, that frightning honeſt, artleſs Bravery, 
Build, on our Jznorance, a Throne for Wrongs. 

Zam. Illuſtrious Wretchedneſs ! by Heaven, it charms 
To fee thoſe ſoaring Souls out tower their Fortune. [me, 
Shall we —— yes, ſtill we Hall! recover Empire ? 
Carlos ſhall feel Peru, deſpis'd PE Ru, 

Knock at his trembling Heart, and claim Atonement. 

Come, dire Revenge | thou melancholy God! 

That comforvtit the Diſtreſs'd with ſhadowy Hopines ! 
Strengthen our willing Hands: let Carlos die! 

Let but That Span; Murderer, Carlos, die, 

And I am half repaid my Kingdom's Loſſes ! 

But, we are Wretches, indolentiy brave: 

We talk of Vengeance: and we ſleep, in Chains! 

Atvarez has forgot me: Ezmont {lights me: 

And She 1 love is Theirs, whom molt I hate. 

All the poor Comfort of my Heart is Doubting. 

Hark ! what ſurprizing Neiſe ! [Shout] It riſes, louder, 

And ſudden Fires, high-flaming, double Day 

Hark ! from their Iron Throats, [Guns] yon roaring 

| [ Miſchief5 

Pour their triumphant Inſult. [7rumpets, &c.] What new 

Or what new Crime, demands this Swell of Joy? 1 
| OW, 


- 
m 
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And teach my buſy Fancy to Forget thee, 


34 A L Z J R A. 

Now, in their heedleſs Mirth, deſcend ſome God; 
And teach us to be fee ; or, failing, die. 

"Tis Liberty alone, that makes Life dear: 

He does not /ive at all, who lives, to fear. 


END of the Szcond Acr. 


ACA. 


ALZIR A, alone. | 
HAD E of my murder'd Lover ! fun to i 


| [view me: 
M1 Riſe to the Stars, and make their Brightneſs | 
C4 ſeveetcr 3; | 
But, ſhed no Gleam of Luſtre on A/z:ra. | 
She has betray'd her Faith, and married Carlos ! 

The Sea, that roll'd its watry World, betwwixt us, 
Fail'd to divide our Hands and he has reach'd e! 
The Altar trembled, at th' unhallow'd Touch: 

And Heaven drew back, reluctant, at our Meeting. 8 

O] chou ſoft-hovering , that haunt'ſt my Fancy! 
Thou, dear, and bloody Form, that skims, before me! 
'Thou never-dying, yet thou buried, Zamor ! 

If Sighs and Tears, have Power to pierce the Grave; 
If Death, that knows no Pity, will but car me; 

Tf fill thy gentle Spirit loves A/zrra : 

Pardon, that even in Death, the dar'd for /ake thee ! 
Pardon her rigid Senſe of Nature's Duties: 

A Parent's Will !J==— a pleading Country's Safety! 
At theſe ſtrong Calls, ſhe ſacrific'd her Love; 

To joyleſs Glory, and to taſteleſs Peace: 

And, to an empty World in which Thou art rot! 

O] Zamer | Zamar ! follow me no longer, | 
Drop ſome dark Veil. ſnatch ſome kind Chud, before thee, 
Cover that conſcious Face, and let Death Hie thee ! 
Leave me, to ſuffer, Wrongs that Heaven allots me: 


Entey 


fun to 
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Enter EMI1RA. 


pere are thoſe Cap'ives ? Are they free, Emira ? 
Where thoſe ſad Children of my mournful Country ? 
Will they not ſuffer me to /ee, to Lear them? 
To ſit and weep, and mingle with their Mournings? 
Emira, Ah! rather, dread the Rage of angry Carhb;, 
Who threatens 'em with {ome new Stroke of Horror. 
Some cruel Purpoſe hangs, this Moment, o'er 'em ! 
For, through this Window look, and lee, diſplay'd. 
The broad red Standard, that betokens Bled / 
Loud Burſts of Death roar from their Iron Priſons, 
And anſwer, dreadful, to each other's Call [ Guns. 
Tbe Council haſles, alarm'd, and meets, in Uproar.[houts. 
All I have heard, beſides, is, that the Prince, 
Your Father, has been ſummon'd to attend. 
Alz. Immortal Guardian of th' endanger'd 7uft / 
Have I, for 7 he, in vain, betray'd my Peace? 
ares the dire Husband, recent from the Altar, 
New to my forc'd Conſent, —and icarce, yet, Lord 
f my repenting Hand ; ſo ſoon, let looſe 
1is re commiſſion'd Murders ! Muſt my Nuptials 
Serve, as the Prelude, to my People's Blood ! 
O, Marriage! Marriage! what a Cui is Wine, 
here Hands alone conſent, and Hearts abhor ! 


Enter CEPHANIA. 


= Ceph5. One of the Captive Ind ans, jult ſet free, ; 

n Honour of the Joy that crowns this Day, 

Prays your Permiſſion, Madam, to be heard, 

nd at your princely Feet, diſcloſe ſome Secret. 

Alx. Let him, with Firmneſs, and with Freedom, enter. 
For Him, and for his Friends, He knows, I Ive. 

Dear to my Eyes, I mark em, with Delight, 

And love, alas, in Them, their poor loſt Country, 

But, why alone? Why On ? 

Ceph. It is That Captain, 

To whoſe victorious Hand, I heard, but now, 

Alvarez, your new Lord's illuſtrious Father, 

Ow'd his remitted Life, from Indians, ſav'd. 

Emira. With earneſt Preſſure, He has ſought your Pre- 
He met me, entring, and with trembling Haſte, {| ſence : 
Implor'd me to befriend th' important Prayer. 2 

e 
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Some brave Companion, of my Zamor's Arms 


Each diff rent Moment brought ſome diff'rent Pain. 
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He told me, further, that the Prince your Father, 

For ſome ſtrange Cauſe? This India ſeems to know, 

Had charg'd the Guards he ſcap'd from, to prevent 

His Acceſs to your Ear Methinks, there ſits 

A kind of ſullen Greatneſs, on his Brow, 

As if it veil'd, in Grief, ſome aweful Purpoſe. [weeps : 
Ceph. I watch'd him --- and he walks, and turns, and 

Then ſtarts, and looks at Heaven; and to the Gods, 

Pours up an ardent Sigh, that breathes your Name 

J pitied him but, gather'd, from this Fre-dom, 

That He's a Stranger to your Rank, and Greatneſs. oy: 
Alx. What Rank ? What Greatneſs? -Periſh all Diſtin- 992 

That, from the wrong'd Unhappy, barrs the Great | [ction, 

Who knows, but This was, once, ſome gen'rous Friend, | 


Who knows, but He was near him when he fell ; 

And brings ſome Meſlage from his parting Soul ' 

How dare I then receive him? --- Can my Heart 

Be Prof, againſt the laſt, kind, Words of Zamor ? 

Will not the half-lulPd Pain, rekindling freſh, 

Burn, with Increaſe of Smart, and wring my Soul ? 

— No Matter, let him enter. [E it Cephania. 
— — Ha what means 

This ſudden Chillneſi, ſadd'ning, round my Heart, 

In ſhort, faint, Hutt'rings, never felt, before 

Ah fatal Reſidence From the firſt Hour 

Theſe hated Walls became A4/zira's Priſon, 


Euter Z AMOR. 


Zam. Art thou, at length, reſtord me Cruel! 
Art thou, indeed, Alxira? Ltell me? 
Alx. Gentle Spirit !J—— 5 
Forgive me. Do not come to chide th' Unhappy ! 
I have been wrong'd ; but- [ Faints, into his Arms. 
Zam. Thine, ſhe wou'd have ſaid; 
And her imperfe& Purpoſe fully bleis'd me. 3 
Rerive, thou deareſt, lovelieſt, loſt, Al⁊ira 6 
Zamor will live no longer, ſhou'dſt Thou die. 
Alx. The kind, forgiving, Shade is, ſtill, before me ! 
It wak'd me, by a Sound, that jeerr d His Name. 
Zam. I am vo Shadew, if Als ra's MINE 5 
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am thy living Lover, at thy Feet LKueeling. 
Neclaiming thee, thou nobleſt Ha/F Himſelf | 
Alx. Can it be fofible, Thou ſhou'dſt be Zamor ? 
Zam. Thy Zamor THINE. .-* 
Alx. But, art thou ſe, thou liv'ſt ? 
Zam. Tis in thy Power, 
To make That Truth anden ed. Do but /ay 
Thou wou'dſt not have me die, and I will e, 
To thank thee ; thus, with everlaſting Love. = 
[ Rijes, and catches her in is Arms. 
Alx. O! Days of Softnels !---O ! remember'd 7ars, 
DF ever-vaniſh d Happineſs '—- O! Zamor ! 
hy has the Grave been bountiful, 7% late? 
Why ſent thee back, in wain? to make Joy bitter; 
By mix'd Ideas of diſtracting Horror 
Ah, Z mor | What a Te is This, to charm in ! 
hy every Word, and Look, ſhoots Daggers through me. 
Zam. Then, mour:'/} thou my Return? 
Alx. 14% — 1. 
ec uſe, it was no ſooner. 
Zam. Generous 'Tenderneſs ! [till now ? 
Alx. Where haſt thou been, thus long, unknown, 
Zam. A wand'ring Vagabond, that trod the World, 
In fruitleſs Search of Meaus, to ſave Alx ra. 
Not all the tort'ring Racks, of Villa n Carlos, 
'ou'd from my panting Heart expell Axira. | 
he bloody Spoiler tir'd his Rage i gain: 
bray'd his Wounds, and Inſults. Life had, yer, 
No Leiſure to forſake me. Tov requir'dſt me. 
he Groans of ſuff' ring Nations reach d my Soul, 
And bad it /ruggle, to revenge Mankind. 
Alas! thou trembleſt ! Thy ſoft Nature ſhrinks, 
Mt bare Recital of theſe Spaniſb Virtues. 
ZDoubtleſs, the Guardian God that imiles on Lowe, 
Kew thy kind Wiſh ; --and, for thy Sake, ſuſtain'd me. 
nd Thou wilt thank, I know, his gentle Goodneſs. 
hy pious Heart diſdains to galt thy Gods, 
Becauſe They /uffer with thee ; and have fail'd 
To ſtem th' invading Hoſt of Spain s New Heaven 
hou haſt too little Falſhood, for a Spar: rd. 
---Haſt thou e er heard of a baſe Wretch, call'd Carlos? 
\ Birth, that blackens Nature! a taught Mon/ er! 
Sent, 
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Sent, in our Shape, from ſome far diſtant World, 
To humble ours, with Senſe of human Baſency; ! F 
They tell me, His here. — Grant Heav'n thou noc 


{him ! 


Thou, then, ſhalt guide my Vengeance, —— to This, Firf, 


And Vileſt, of its Victims. 

Alx. Find him, Here 5 

Black, in my Breaſt, he lives: Strike, ſtrike, and reach 

him, 

Zam. Hold, Heart —— and break not, yet 1 his 

| [May be Pity. | 

Alx. Strike---for---T merit neither Life, --nor Thee. 
Lam. Exzmont | I feel thee ; and believe thee, al 
Alz. Did he then rell thee ?---Had my Father Pawwer 

To dwell ſo ſadly on my hopeleſs Woes, 

As to deſcribe em to thee ? Did he name 

The dreadful Husband---his loſt Daughter owes him ? 
Zam. No----but Theu may'ſt : For, Tear will harden 

That He ſhall never be ani d, more [Zamor, 
Alx. Yes——1I will tell it thee----Prepare to tremble : 

Not for Thy/e/f to tremble ; . but for Me. 

I will lay open the vaſt Horror, to thee : 

Then, I hou wilt weep, and live: — and bid ne -— de. 
Zam. Alzira \——————— oh ! — 
Alx. This Carls —— 

Zam CARLOS! 
Alx. . He. | 

I was, this Morning, Sworn, forever —— };; ! 

Zam. Sworn whoſe ? not Carli 
Alz. I have been betray'd. 

I was too weak, alone, againſt my Country. 

Even on his fatal, this foreboding, Day, 

Almoſt within thy Sight, Chriftian Aizira 

Plighted, in Preſence of the CHiſtian God, 

Her hapleſs Hand, to Carlos. — Tis a Crime, 

That hopes no Pardon! All my Gods renounc'd ! 

My Lover wrong'd ! my Country's Fame betray'd ! 

All, All, demand Revenge.---Do Thou, then, Ai me: 

Thou wilt ſtrike tenderly and my g/ad Blood 

Shall ee thy dear-lov'd Hand=—— and, That way, 75% 

[thee. 
Lam. CARLOS, Alzira's Eusband ' tis 7mpoeble ! 
W. Ax. 
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A4lz. Were I diſpos'd to mitigate my Crime, 

ou'd alledge a Father's awful Power; 

ou'd remind thee of our ruin'd State: 

d plead my Tears, my Struggles, and Diſtraction: 
| three, long, wretched, Years confirm'd thee dead. 
ou'd, with Juſtice, charge my Faith renounc'd 
Hatred of thoſe Gods, who /awv'd not L mor. 

t, I diſclaim Excuſe, — —— to un Remiſſion. 


20 N 
him! 


Firſt, 


reach 
him. 


Thi. Ne finds me Guilty ; and that Guilt condemns me. 
P; ice Tu art fafe, no Matter what I er. 
. When Life has 4% the Foys that make it % d, 
. The /bortef? Liver is the happieſt, always. 
IRE Vhy do'ſt thou viene me, with ſo kind an Eye? 


ou ſhou'dſt look fernly, and retract all Pity. 

Fam. No- if I ſtill am v, Thou art not guilty. 
Wiſhing me bleſs'd, methinks thou ma#/# me ſo. 

Lz. When, by my Father urg'd, and by Alvarez, 

d inly too impell d, perhaps, to Fate, 

ſome forſaken God, who meant Revenge ;. 

pen by the Chriſtian's Fears, and my touch'd Heart, 

once, beſet, They drag'd me to the Temple, 

n in the Moment when advancing Carlos 

ght my eſcaping Hand, tho' I, then, thought Thee 

; and forever loſt to my fond Hopes: 

, then, beneath the Altar's ſacred Gloom, 

dw'd my Soul to Zamor : Memory, 

ev d me, with Thy Image. Indians, Spariards, 

All, have heard, how ardently I lov'd thee, 

as my Heart's Pride, to boaſt it to the World! 

arth, to Heav'n, —--—— to Carlos, I proclaim'd it 

| now, e'en now, in this diſtreſsfal Moment, 

the Jaſt Time, — I tell THy$SELF, I love thee. 

am. For the /aft Time! Avert the Menace, Heav'n ! 

thou at once, reſtor d —and loſt again 

not Lowe's Language, This ! alas! Alxira 

lx. O, Heaven Alvarex comes and with him Ca/ le, 

Enter Don ALVARE 2, foltow'd ly Do Car LOS, 


v. See | with Alxira there, my Life's Reftorer | 
roach, young Hero! tis my Sor, who ſeeks thee ; 
1's Delegate, who here holds Power ſupreme : 
Carles, bids thee hare his bridal Joy. 

* 
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——— Mect, and Embrace: Divide your Father's Lowe: 


and One, of Choice. 
Zam. Nam'd he not Carlos? — PERISH Jour a $; 


it My Son, of Natzre, One 


As the DzTEsTED CARLOS! 
Alz. Heaven avert 


Zam. "Tis not Poss1BLs ! 


That ſuch a Father 


Know'ſ thou not Quho I am ? 
Zam. 'Thou art a Villain. 


Know me, for Zamor. 
D. Car. Thou, Zamor ? 
Alv. Zamor | 
Zam. Yes 


Now, he returns 


The riſing Tempeſt, that o'erwhelms my Soul ! 
Alv. What means This WoxDpER ? 


NI I wou'd disbelieve attefiing Gads, - 

Shou'd they, from Heaven, aſſert this Shock to Nature; 

Can — have ſuch a Son 

D. Car. [to Zamor.] Slave | — from what Spri 
does thy blind Fury riſe? + 


My Country's Horror — and whole Nature's Se | 
Among the Scourges whom juſt Heaven has left thee, 


the tortur'd Zamor. 

Bluſh to be told it: and remember, with it, 

The bloody Rage of thy remorſeleſs Cruelty ; 

That baſely dar'd inſult a yielded Captive ! 

triumphant, in Diſtreſs, 

To loo thee into Shame: to fee thoſe Eyes 

Fall their ftretch'd Fierceneſs, and decline before him. 
Thou Waſter of the World ! Thou licens'd Robber 

Thou whoſe Laſt Spoil was my Alzira's Gry 

Win her againſt 251 Sword : [ draaus.]— the Sole, 

Zamor can boaſt, he owes thy haughty Country. [G. 
Now, the ſame Hand, that gave the Father, Lf 


Claims, in Return, the Son's devoted Bhod : 


Twou'd but forget to puniſb. 


And, ſo reveng'd, atones a dying Realm. 

Av. Confounded and amaz d, I hear him ſpeak; 
And every Word grows Stranger ! Carlos cannot 
Be guilty «=—— or, if Guilty, cannot anſwer. 

D. Car. To anfwer, is a Poorneſs I deſpiſe, 
Where Rebels dare accuſe, ſhould Power reply, 


With this Savors, 


I might ; but that I know the Reverence, due, 
Jo your protecting Preſence, well have anfwer'd. 


— Mad 


Before 
ith / 
And 1 
O'ertu 
By ev 
At len 
Sough 
Comp 
A dre: 
To 1 

In! 
But, 
Za mo- 


What 


Thy. 
Strik. 
And, 

D. 


Prouc 


X 


A\ TRAGEDY. 41 
Madam, {zo Alzira.] your Heart /hou'd have Inſtructed 
hy you offend me, while I ſee you here. [you, 
f not my Peace, at leaſt your Fame, demands 
hat you now drive this Outlaw from your Thoughts. 
ou weep then ! and iaſult me with your Tears? 
nd, YeT, I love, and can be jealous of you 
Alx. Cruel! * —— and You, + my Father, and Protector 
and Thou | || my Soul's paſt Hope, in happier Times 
Mark—and condole my Fate. — Mix your Due Pity : 
and tremble, at the Horror of my Woes. 
Behold this Lover, which my Father choſe me, 
Before I knew there was a World, but ours. 
ith His reported Death our Empire fell: 
And I have liv'd to fee my Father's Throne 
: O'erturn'd ; and All Things charg'd in Earth, and Heav' n! 
Shame E every human Help, alas! forſaken, 
ſt thee, At length, my Father, from the Chrifi ian's God 
| ' Wh Sought Help, and ſcreen'd a State, behind his Name. 
Compell'd before this unknown Power, to kneel, 
A dreadful Oath has bound my backward Soul, 
To ave the Murd'rer of my real Lover 
In my new Faith, I own myſelf un;4i/”7, 
But, all, that Vertu taught me, That, I K. 
Zamor, 1 love thee, july — I conf} it. 
What Duty calls for, can deſerve No Shame. 
Yet, where my Soul is bound, my Heart obeys : 
And I can now be Thine, alas, no more. 
Let me be wretched, rather than Unju/?. 
Carles, for you,----T am your Wife ; and Victim: 
Yet, in Abhorrence of your cruel Heart, 
I hold my Hand. dive; — and, bence, s you. 
One Way, to Eitber, 1 ſubmit, with Joy: 
If your Sword: claim me, I am due to Both. 
Wulck will reward me with the Death I wifhh ? 
Carlos, thou haſt a Hand already ſtain'd: 
Thy pradis'd Poignard need not ſtart, at Blood. 
Strike then, for due Revenge of lighted Love; 
And, puniſhing the Guilty, Once, be juſt. 
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D. Car. I find, then, Madam, you wou'd brave my 
a, Proud of offending, One who 2 forgive. [ Weakneis! 
$ Savors, 
e, * 7 Carlos. + To Alvarez. | To Zamor. 
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But, you invoke my Vengeance, and it comes. 


Your Fate is ready —— — for, your Minion dies. 
Who waits? a Guard there. 
Enter Soldiers. 


Al. Cruel, Chriſtian, Inſult ! 


Alv. My Son! what mean you? What raſh Tranſpor 
Think, home you ſentence. — Is his Perſon hateful, 


Yet; reverence his Virtue, and his Name. 
He who is, helpleſs, in his Ha'er's Hands, 


Claims Safety from his Weakreſs.-- Why, why, Card. 


Muſt J, a End Time, remind your Mercy? 
J gave jou Life: but Zamor gave it ME. 
Be warn d nor forfeit Honour, to Revenge. 


Euter Don ALO x z o, with Spaniſh Soldiers. 


An. Pardon an Entrance, Sir, thus unprepar'd. 


The Woods, that border on the neighb'ring Plain, 
Pour out a ſudden Swarm of Indian Foes. 

Arm'd they advance, as if to ſcale our Walls : 
And Zamor's Name, reſounded, rings to Heaven. 


Gleamings, from Golden Bucklers, meet the Sun : 


And in firm Line, and cloſe compacted March, 
The ſtretch'd Batallions move, in martial Juſtneſs. 
They hold ſuch Diſcipline, ſuch order d Motion, 
As ne'er was known before, to Savage Foes. 

As if, from us, they catch'd the Lights of War, 
And turn'd the burning Leſſons on their Teachers. 


D. Car. Away then: let us think 'em worth our Meet. 


Heroes of Spain / ye fav'rite Sons of War! 
All Corners of the World are yours, to ine in. 


Help me to teach theſe Slaves to know their Maſters. 


Bring Him along, by Force. 
Zam. Tyrant, they dare not. 
Or, are they Gods, who cannot be repell'd ? 


And Proof againſt the Wounds, they ſeek to give ? 


D. Car. Surround him. 
Alx. Spare him, ſave him! 
Av. Son, be cool : | 
And, till, remember, what your Father owes him. 
D. Car. Sir, 1 remember, tis a Soldier's Duty 
To bear down Qppo/ition ; ſo you taught me. 


{ Alonzo, and Spaniſh Soldiers, ſurround and ſeize Z 
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Your Pardon, Sir, — I go, where Honour calls me. 
Exit, with Zamor, and all the Spaniſh Soldiers. 
Alz. [to Alv.] Low, at your Feet, I fall; your Virtue's 
'Tis the firſt Homage Fortune, yet, has taught me. [ Claim. 
Grant me the wiſh'd Releaſe, of Death's kind Hand, 
From Miſeries, I cannot live, to ſee. 
But, dying, let me leave this Witneſs with you, 
That, true to my firſt Vows, I change not Jg.. 
Two different Claimers cannot, Both, poſſeſs 
One faithful Heart, that can hut once be given. 


| Zamor is mine: and I am only Zamor's. 


Zamor is virtuous, as a fancied Angel. 
'T was Zamor gave his Life, to good Aluarcs ! 
Av. I feel the Pity of a Father, for thee. 
I mourn aflifted Zamor : I will guard him: 
I will prote& you, both, unhappy Lovers ! 
Yet, ah ! be mindful of the Marriage Tye, 
That, but this Morning, bound thy Days to Carlos. 
Thou art no longer Thine, my mournful Daughter, 
Carlos has been too cruel ; but repents it: 
And This once-cruel Carls is thy Husband. 
He is my Son too: and he loves ns, Both. 
Pity ſoon ſoftens Hearts, where Love has enter'd. cher? 
Alx. Ah! why did Heav'n not make you Zamur s Fa, 
Greatneſs with Sweetneſs join'd, like Fire with Light, 
Fach aiding other, mingle warm, with bright. 
What the Kind wants, th'Aſſociate Strong ſupplies, 
And from the Gentle, Peace and Calmneſs riſe. 
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44 4A L:2 1K. 


ACT. IV: 
Don Alvarez, Don CarLos, 
Shouts, Trumpets, a long and hfty Flouriſh. 


Aran. * 
. I ESERVE, my Son, this Triumph of your 
> [ Arms. 
m1 Your Numbers, and your Courage, have pre- 
Lvail ; 
And, of this laſt, 2%, Effort of the Foe, 
Half are no more; and Half are yours, in Chains. 
Diſgrace not due Succeſs, by undue Cruelties: 
But call in Mercy, to ſupport your Fame. 
I will go Viſit the afflicted Captives, 
And pour Compaſſion on their aking Wounds, 
Mean while, remember, yeu are Man, and Chriſtian. 
Bravely, at once, reſolve, o Pa R DON Zamor. 
Fain wou'd I ſoften this indocil Fierceneſs : 
And teach your Courage how to conquer Hearts. 

D. Car. Your Words pierce mine, — freely, devote 
But, leave at Liberty my juſt Revenge. [my Life, 
Pardon him ?Þ—— Why, the Savage Brute is /ov'd / 

Alv. Th'unhappily Belov'd moſt merit Pity. 

D. Car. Pity /---Cou'd I be fure of ſuch Reward, 

J wou'd die pleas d, and ſhe ſhou'd pity Me. 


Alv. How much to be lamented is a Heart, An 
At once, by Rage of headlong Vill oppreſs'd, Gi 
And by ſtrong Jealouſies, and Doubtings, torn ! My 


D. Car. When Jealouſy becomes a Crime- ---Guard, An 
That Husband s Honour, whom his Wife not loves! [ Heaven, Mi 
Your Pty takes in all the World but Me. 

Av. Mix not the Bitterneſs of diſtant Fear 
With your arriv'd Misfortunes. Since Alzira 
Has Vertue, it will prove a wiſer Care 
To ſoften her, for Change, by patient Tenderneſs, 
Than, by Reproach, confirm a willing Hate. 
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Her Heart is, like her Country, rudely avert : won 
Repelling Force, but gentle to the Kind. 
Softneſs will ſooneſt bend the ſtubborn Will. 


D. Car. Softne/5!---by all the Wrongs of Woman „Hate, 


Too much of Sine but invites Diſdain. 
Flatter'd too long, Beauty at length, grows <vanton, 
And, inſolently ſcornful, //ights its Praiſer. 


Oh ! rather, Sir, be jealous for my Glory 3 


And urge my doubting Anger, to reſolve. 
Too hw already, Condeſcention boww'd, 
Nor bluſh'd, to match the Corgy'ror with the Sade ! 
But, when this Slave, unconſcious, what ſhe owes, 
Proudly repays Humility, with Scorn, 
And Lrawes, and hates the unaſpiring Love, 
Such Love is Weakneſs :----and Submiſſion, Here, 
Gives Sanction to Contempt, and vivet Pain. 

A. Thus, Youth is, ever, apt to judge in Hale, 
And loſe the Medium, in the wild Extreme. 
Do not repent, but regulate, your Paſſion : 
Tho' Love is Reafer, its Exceſs is Rage. 
Give me, at leaſt, your Promiſe, to reflect, 
In cool, impartial, Solitude: And ſtill, 
No /aft Deciſion, till we meet again. 

D. Car. It is my Father asks- and, had I //, 
Nature denies me Power, to anſwer, No. 


EF will, in VWiſdom's Right, ſuſpend my Anger. 


__ --»-Yet---Spare my loaded Heart :---nor add more eight; 


Leſt my Strength Vail beneath tn” wnegaal Preſſure. 
Atv. Grant yourſelf Time, and all you want comes a it. 
Lo . 
Don CAR LOS, ane. 
And muſt | coldly then, to penſive Piet, 
Give up the livelier Joys of wiſli'd Revenge | 
Muſt I repel! the guardian Cares of "hap oufy, 
And flacken every Rein. to Rive! Love 
Muſt I reduce my Hopes, beneath a Savaze f 
And poorly envy ſuch a Wretch as Zan, 
A coarſe Luxuriance of {pontaneous Virtue ! 
A Shoot, of rambling, -fierce, o7ezfie freedom :: 
Nature's zwi/d Grow th „ ſtrong, but 2: fun d, in Datir g. 
A rough, raw, V o , of this rugged Clime ; 
Ulli rate in the Arts of polifh'd Life; 
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And, who, in Europe, where the Fair can ju DOE, 
Wou'd hardly, in our Courts, be call d, a Max 


She comes !-- Alxira comes !- -unwiſh'd --yet, charming. 


Enter ALZ1RA. 


Alx. You turn, and ſbun me ! So, I have been 7zo/d, 
Spaniards, by Cuſtom, —meet ſubmiſſive Vio g. 


——But, hear me, Sir: hear, even a ſuppliant Wire. 


Hear this unguilty Object of your Anger, 
One, who can rev rence, tho ſhe cannot ve you: 
One, who is wrong d Herſelf, not injures you : 
One, who, indeed is <vea#, — and wants your Pty. 
I cannot wear DisGu1sz: Beit th' Ee 
Of Greatneſs, or of Weakneſs, in my Mind, 
My Tongue cou d ne'er be mov'd, but by my Heart: 
And That --was vow'd, Another s. If he dies, 
The honeſt Plainneſi of my Soul deſtroys him. 
----You look ſurpriz'd -] will, ſtill more, ſurprize You. 
I come, to try you deeply---for, I mean 
To move the Husband, in the Lover's Favour ! 
— | had half flatter'd my anpractisd Hope. 
That you, who govern others, ſhou'd, your/e/f, 
Be temp'rate, in the U/ of your own Paſſions. 
Nay, I perſuaded my unchriſtian Ign'rance, 
That an ambitious Varriur's infelt Pride 
Shou'd plead, in Pardon of That Pride in Others. 
This J am ſure of, that, forgiving Mercy 
Wou'd ſtamp more Influence, on our Indian Hearts, 
Than all our GC on Thoſe, of Men, like you. 
Who knows, did ſuch a Change endear your Breaſt, 
How far the p/ca/ins Force might ſoften mine? 
Your Right ſecures you my Reſped?, and Faith; 
---Strive, for my Love : —— Strive, for whatever, EV, 
May charm :----if Aught there is, can charm, like Love. 
— Forgive me: I fhall be betray'd, by Fear, 
Jo promije, till I over-charge my Power. 
Vet- -i), what Changes, Gratitude can make. 
A Spaniſh Wife, perhaps, wou'd promiſe zoe : 
Profuſe in Charms, and prodigal of Years, 
Wou'd promiſe / Things — and forget em, all. 
Bat 7 have «veaker Charms, and /fimpler Arts. 
- Guilc-leſs of Soul, and /, as Nature form'd me, 
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T err, in honeſt Innocence of Aim, 
And, ſeeking to compoſe, inflame you, more. 

All I can add, is This : —— Unlovely Force 
Shall never bow me, to reward Conſtraint : 

But---to what Lengths I may be /ed, by Benefits, 
'Tis in your Pow'r to try : not mine, to tell. 

D. Car. Tis wwell.---Since Fuſtice has ſuch Pow'r to guide 
That you may Hille Duty, know it, firſt. [you, 
Count Modeſty, among your Country's Vertues; 

And copy,----not condemn, ----the Wives of Spain. 

'Tis your it Leon, Madam, to FORGET. 

Become more delicate, if not more kind, 

And, never let me hear, the Name I Hate. 

Mou ſhou'd /zarn, next, to bluſh away your Haſs, 
And wait in Silence, till my Will reſolves 

What Punihment, or Pity, ſuits his Crimes. 

---Know, laſt, that (thus provok'd) a Husband"s Clemency 
Out-ſtretches Nature, if it pardons---Y ou. 

Learn, thence, Ungrateful ! that 1 wart not Pity : 

And be the Laſt, to dare believe me Cruel. [Exit D. Carlos. 

Em. Madam, be comforted ; I narkt'd him well; 
] ſee, he loves; and Love will make him er. 

Ax. Love has no Pow'r to a4, when curb'd by Zealouſ. 
Zamor muſt die: for I have ask'd his L fe. 

Why did not I fre/ee the lilelh Danger? 

— But, has % Care been happier ? Canſt Thou ſave 
Far, far, divided from me, may he live! [him ? 
— — Haſt thou made 77a of his Keeper's Faith ? 

Em. Gold, that, with Spaniards, can outweigh their God, 
Has bought his Hand: -— and, ſo, his Faith's your own. 

Alx. Then (Heav'n be bleſs d) This Metal, form'd for 
Sometimes, ates the Wrongs, 'tis dug to cauſe ! [ Crimes, 


E But, we loſe Time: — Why doſt thou ſeem to fau/? ? 


Em. I cannot think they purpoſe Zamor's Death. 
Alvarez has not loſt his Pow r ſo far, 
No can the Council 

A. They are Spaniards, All. 
Mark the proud, partial, Guilt of theſe vain Men! 
Ours, but a Country, Held, to yield Them, SLavEes ; 
Who reign, our K:»es, by Right of diff*rent Clime ! 
Zamor, mean while, by Birth, true Sovereign here, 
Weighs but @ Rebel, in their righteous Scale 
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Oh ! — cwIliz'd Aſſent, of ſocial Murder 
— But, why, Emira, ſhould this Soldier ay? 

Em. We may expe# him inſtantly. --—— The Night, 
Methinks, grown darker, veils your bold Deſign. 
Wearied by Slaughter, and unwaſh'd from Blood, 

The World's proud Spoilers, all lie huſh'd, in Sleep. 

Alx. Away, and find this Spaniard. -— Guilt's bought 
Opening the Priſon, Innocence goes free. [ Hand 
Em. See l by Cephania led, he comes, with Zamor. 
Be cautious, Madam, at ſo dark an Hour, 

Leſt, met, ſuſpected Honour ſhould be loſt : 
And Modeſty, mitaker, ſuffer Shame. 

Alx. What does thy ill-taught Fear miſtake, for Shame ? 

Vertue, at Midnight, walks, as ſafe, within, 

As in the conſcious Glare of flaming Day. 

She who in Forms finds Vertue, has no Vertue. 

All the Shame lies, in Hiding honeſt Love. 

— Honour, the alien Fantom, here unknown, 

Lends but a length ning Shade, to ſetting Vertue. 
Honour's not Love of Innocence, but Praiſe ! 

The Fear of Cenſure, not the Scorn of Sin! 

But, I was taught, in a fincerer Clime, | 
That Vertue, tho? it Hines not, ſtill, is Vertue: - 
And inbred Honour grows not, but at home. | 
This my Heart 4zewws : and, knowing, bids me dare, 


Shou'd Heaven forſake the Fuft, be bold, and /ave him. 


Enter LA MO R, with CEPHANI A, and a Spaniſh 
Soldier. 

Ah y- thy Hopes are 4%; thy Torturer's ready. 
Eſcape, tits Moment, or thou ſtay'ſt, to de. | 
Haſte,—-loſe no Time, e gone this Guardian Spaniard 
Will teach thee to deceive the Murderer s Hope. 
Reply not, judge thy Fate, from my Deſpair : 
Save, by thy Flight, the Man I love, from Death; 
The Man, whome I have fworn obey, from Blood: 
And a loſt World, that knows thy Worth, from Tears. 
Thy Country calls thee : Night conceals thy Steps. 
Pity ty Fate : =—--- and leave me, to my own. 

Zam. Thou Robber Property Thou Chriſtian's WIr E! 
Thou! who dar'ſt :ve me, — yet, da'rſt bid me livο, 
if I :/2 live, come Yen, to make Life teinpling. 


But, 
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But, twas a cruel Ni! — How cou'd I /ield thee ? 
Stript of my Power, and Friends, and nothing let me, 


Wight, But Wrongs, and Miſery ! I have no Dower, 
To tempt reluctant Love. All, thou can't ſhare, 
With me, will be my De/art, and my Heart. 
| When I had more, I laid it, at % Feet. [ thine ? 
bought Alx. Ah! what are Crowns, that muſt no more be 
Hand I lov'd, net Power, but Thee : Thyſelf once 4%, 
or. What has an empty World, to tempt my Stay ? 


Far, in the Depth of thy ſad Deſarts, tracd, 
My Heart will /ee# thee : Fancy, there, miſleads 
My weary, wand'ring, Steps: There, Horror finds, 
hame? And preys upon, my Solitude : there, leaves me, 
To languiſh Life out, in unheard Complaints: 
To waſte, and wither, in the Tear /e/s Winds : 
And die, with Shame, at Breach of plighted Faith, 
For being only Thine —— and yet Another's. 
—— Go, — carry with thee both my Peace and Lie: 
And leave (ah! wou'd thou cou dſt) thy Sorrows, Here. | 
J have my Lover, and my Fame, to guard: | 
And I will /av:'em, Both. B. gone — for eder. 
Zam. I hate this Fam”, falſe Avarice of F. nc ! 


. The ſickly Shade of an unſolid Greatneſs ! . | 
The Lying Lure of Pride, that Europe cheats by | 

are, 8 Periſh the groundleſs Scemings of their Virtue ! |; 
him. But, ſhall forc d Oaths, at hated Chriftzars Altars, b 
Shall Gods, who v the Gods of our Fore-fathers, 
paniſh BY Shall e- obtrude a Lord, and blaſt a Lover 
Alx. Since it was fwworn,----0r to your Gods, or theirs, 4 

. What Help is let me? f 


Zam. None. — Adieu — for ever. ; 


aniard Alx. Stay. What a Farewell, Thi: ? [Going.] 
| Return, I charge thee. 
pair: Zam. Carlos, perhaps, will hear thee. 
; Ax. | Returning.) Ah!] pity, rather 
f Than, thus, apbraid my Wretchedneſs. ; 
Ars. Zam. Think, then, | 


On our paſt Yorws. 
Ax. 1 think of nothing, zox, 
VITE! Eut of tby Danger. 
live | Zam. Oh ! — thou hat undone. 
The tend'y eſt — — fend — Teer 
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Alx. Still, I hwe, 

Crime as it is, I Jowe ͤ thee.— Leave me, Zamer, 

Leave me, alone, to die. — HAI CRUEL! tell me 

What horrible Deſpair, revolving wildly, 

Burſts from thy Eyes, with Purpoſe more than Mortal ? 
Zam. It SHALL be so. [ Going. ] 
Alx. What woud't thou? — Whither go % thou ? 

| [ Holding him.] 
Zam. To make a proper Uſe of unhop'd Freedom. 

Alx. By Heaven! if tis to Death, I'll fo//ow thee. 


Zam. Horrors, unmix'd with Love, demand me, now. 


Leave me.---Time flies. Night blackens. Duty calls. 
Soldier, — attend my Steps. [ Exit, haſtily. 
Alx. Alas, Emira ] | 
I faint, — I die. In what ungovern'd Start 
Of ſome raſh Thought, he left me ! Haſte, Emira, 
Watch his fea d Meaning,---Trace his fatal Footſteps,---- 
And ---if thou ſee'ſt him /afe, return, and 6b/z/ me. 
[Exit Emira. 
A black, preſaging, Sorrow ſwells my Heart! 
What cou'd a Day, like Vis, produce, but Woe ? 
Oh ! —— Thou! dark, aweful, vaſt, myſterious Poxwer, 
Whome Chriſtians worſhip. yet, not comprehend ! 
If, Ignorant of Thy new Laws, I fray, 
—— Shed, from Thy diſtant Heaven, where-e'er It ſhines, 
One Ray of Guardian Light, to clear my Way : 
And teach me, firſt to ind, then act, TY WiLL. 
But, if my only Crime is ——- Love of Zamor, 
If Tnar offends thy Sight, and claims Thy Anger: 
Pour 'Thy due Vengeanc?, on my hopeleſs Head ; 
For, I am, then, a Wretch, too Loft, for Mercy. 
Yet,- be the Wanderer's Guide, amidſt his De/arts ! 
Greatly diſpenſe 'Thy Good, with Equal Hand; 
Nor, partial 0 the Partial, give £pain, All. 
Thou can'ſt not be confin'd to Care of Parts ; 
Heedleſs of Oze World, and the Ozher's Fa T HER: 
Vanquiſt'd, and Victors, are alike, to THEE: 
And All our vain Diſtinctions mix, before Thee. 
---Ah! what foreboding Shrek !--- Again! and Louder 
Oh! Heaven! amidſt the Wildneſs of That Sound, 
J heard the Name of Zamor !— Zamors LosT. 
Hark !---a Third Time !---And, now, the mingled Cries 
Come 


What is become of Z amor? 
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Come quick'ning on my Ear ! 
Enter Eu iR A, frighted. 
Emira, Save me. 
What has he done? In Pity of my Fears, 
Speak, and beſtow ſome Comfort ? 
Em. Comfort is Loft : 
And all the Rage of Death has, ſure, poſſeſod him. 
---Firſt, he chang d Habit, with the trembling Soldier: 
T hen, ſnatch'd his Weapon from him. The robb'd Wretch 
Flew, frighted, toward the Gate ;---while furious Zamor, 
Wild, as the fighting Rage of Vintiy Winds, 
Ruſh'd to the Publick Hall, where fits the Council. 
Following, I ſaw him pa/s the ſleeping Guards: 
But 4% him, when he enter d. In a Moment, 
I heard a Sound of Voices cry, He's dead. 
Then, clam'rous Calls, from every Way at once, 
To Arms, To Arms | - Ah! Madam, ſtay not Here; 


Fly, to the Inmoſt Rooms, and ſhun the Danger. 


Ax. No, dear Emira : rather, let us try, 
Whether our Weakneſs may not find ſome Means, 
Late, and unlikely as it is, to ſave him. 

J, too, dare DIE. 


Em. They come, 


Enter Don ALoxz0o. 


Alon. Madam, you ſtir no farther.---I have Orders, 
To ſeize your Perſon :---' Tis a Charge, unwi/'d. 

Alz. Whence do'ſt thou come? What Fury ſent thee 
[hither ? 


Protect us, Heaven 


: 
f 
4 
* 
Y 
| 
: 
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Alon. At a Time, 
So full of Danger, my Reſpe& gives Way | 
To Duty. — You mult pleaſe to follow me. 

Alx. Oh, Formas' Fortune! This is t ſevere ! 
Zamor is DEAD : and J am only CaPpTivEs |! 

Why do'ſt Tov weep ?--What have a Spaniard's Tears 
To do, with Woes, which none but Spaniard; Caust ? 

Come If to Deats thou lead ſt me, *twill be 4nd. 

There only, Weakneſs wrong'd, can Refuge ſind. 


END of the Fou RTYU ACT; 


1e 


ALZz IR A, guarded. 


I to ie? Anſwer, ye dumb De- I bu 
1 


5 Iſtroye rs Nati 
ve Wretches! who proveke, yet mock He 1 
[at, Heaven 'T 
| And, when you mean to murder ſay, The 
IT hy does your brutal Silence leave my Soul [you. judge Fron 
Flutt'ring, twixt Hope and Fear, in torturing Doubt? AF 
I) by am I not inform d, of Zamor's Fate? To 
They will not Heat: no Matter. She, who hopes — 
To hear no Good, why wou'd ſhe hear, at all? Is - 
The Conduct of theſe watchful Mutes is ſtrange Anc 
They ſeize me, guard me, and confine me, Here; L 
Yet anfwer nothing, but with Looks of Hate F 
Chancing, but now, to ſigh my Zamor's Name, Lk. 
Ev'n theſe low Monſters, ſtruck with Syaniſb Fray, Ik 
Started, turn'd pale; and tremb/ed at the Sound But 
Enter EZ MON r. = 
Alas ! my Father, too ? — 
Ezm. To what dark Depth Th 
Of ſad De/þair haſt thou reduc'd us all? An 
See, now, the Fruits of thy unliſt'ning Love I & 
Even in the Inſtant, while, with growing Hope, No 
We pleaded, earneſt, for the Life of Zamor; . Or 
While we yet hung, on the halfgranted Prayer: 5 
An ent'ring Soldier drew our Notice toward him. Th 
Twas Zamor ! dreadful, in a borrow'd Dreſs ! De 
At once, he hurl'd his furious Er Es, amongſt us, — 
And his more furious PERSON. — Scarce L Jaw, Te 
So rapid was his Motion, that his Hand ä 4 
Held a draxvn Sword !- - To enter reach our Seats, "TD 
And, I.yon-like, ſpring to the Breaſt of Carlos; 
Th' Maut, the Wound, the Death, was, all, One N Toment ! Hi 
Out gal d your Husband's Blood, to ſtain your Father : T 


Az 
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Soft'ning to ſudden Calmneſs, at the Feet 
Of ſad Alvarez fell: and, to his Hand, | 
Reſign'd the Sword, which his Son's Blood made horrid. 
The Father ſtarted into back ning Terror 
The Murd' rer daſh'd his Boſom to the Ground, | 
I but reveng'd (he cry'd) my Wrongs, and Shame! 
I but My Duty knew. Know Ven your own. 
Nature your Motive, and Oppreſſion ine. 
He faid no more :---but, proſtrate, hop'd his Doom. 
Th' afflicted Father ſunk upon my Boſom 3; 

The filent Night grew frightful, with our Cries. 
From every Side at once, in broke the warm,: 
A Flow of fruitleſs Help ſurrounded Carhes ; 
To ſtop th' out-wwelling Blood, and hold back Life. 
—— But what moſt ſhakes me, tho' tis ald thee, /aft, 
Is that They think Thee guilty of his Death; 
And, inſolently Loud, demand Thy own, 

Alx. Ah! can you — N 

Ezm. No. IurossiBL IE. I cannot. 
I know thy Heart too well, to wrong thee, /+. 
I know thee too, too capable of Veatneſi; 
But not of purpos'd Blood. I ſaw this Danger. 
But, Thy own Eyes, even on the Brink of Fate, 
Were blinded by thy Love; and thou art Fallen 

Thy Husband murder'd, by thy Lover's Hand, 

The Council that accuſes, will condemn thee : . 
And ignominious Death becomes thy Doom. 
I came, to warn thee, and prepare thy Spirit. 
Now, haſt'ning back, try every Hope, for Pardon, 


Or, failing to redeem thee, fare thy Death. 
Alz. My Pardon !---Pardon, at theſe Wretches Hands! 


The Prince my Father ſtoop his Prayer to TuENM! 
Death, if it hides me from That Thought, is Rapture. 


To pay back all theſe Pangs, and bleſs Peru. 

Wait That due Day, and love the loſt Alxira 3 

"Tis all the Prayer ſhe makes, and all, ſhe cis. 
I pity dying Carlos; for, I find 

His Fat tuo cruel : and I mourn it, deeper, 

Ihro' Fear, He has deer d it. As for Zamor, 


* 
* e 
he,” 
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As if twou'd lend me Blyhes, for a Daughter. 


Zamor, mean while, the dreadful Action done, 


Ah! Sir, five on: hope ftill ſome happier Day 3 


Whoſe 
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Whoſe Raſhneſs has reveng'd a Country's Wrongs, 

Urg'd by too keen Remembran e of his own, 

I neither cenſure, nor excuſe, his Deed : 

I wou'd have faid him: but, He 74d to die; 

And 'tis not in my Choice, to live, without him. 
Exm. Shed thy wiſh'd Mercy here, All- powerful . f 

| ; Exit. 
Alx. [alone.) My weeping Father call'd on Heav'n, to 

Iwill not task the Grace of Heav'n, o far : [ /ave me. 

Let me no longer be, and 'm not wretched. 

'Th' Almighty Chriſtian Power, that knows me innocent, 

Exacts (they ſay) Long Life, in fix d Dittrels ; 

And ſuffers not the Brave to orten Woe. 

If /, the Gods once mine, were leſs ſevere 3 

Why ſhou'd the etch who hopes not, ſtruggle on, 

IT hro' wiewleſs Lengths of circling Miſeries, 

And dread the Hand of Death, that points to Refuge /! 

Sure] Chriſtians, in this Tale, belie their God. 

His conqu'ring Favourites, whome He arms with Thunder, 

Can They have Right, from Him, to waſte the World, 

To drive whole Millions into Death's cold Arms 

And ſhail not J, for Safety, claim that Power, 

Which He permits to Them, for Martial Rage! 

----- Ah '------- Zamor comes: They lead him out, to die. 
Enter ZaMoOR, in Chains: Guarded by Spaniards. 
Zam Kind, in their purpos'd Iaſult, they have brought 

Waere my expiring Soul ſhall i, with Wine. [me 

Yes, my Alzira, we are doom'd, together. 

'Their black Tribunal has condemn'd us, Beth : 

But Carhs is not dead: — . THaT wounds me deepeſt, 

Carlos ſurvives, to boaſt ſhort Triumph o'er us: 

And dies ſo ſlowly, that our Fate comes, fr/t. 

Yet, He wusT die: my Hand zot err'd 6 far, 

But he nuſt die: and, when he does, my Soul 

Shall ſnatch th'expeted Moment, hovering, watchful, 

And bunt him, in Revenge, from Star, to Star, 

Pious Alvarez, mournful, comes, behind, 

Charg'd with aur bloody Sentence, ſign'd, in Council, 

That Murder may be ſanctiſj d, by Form. 

My only Grief is, that Thou dieſt for ME. 

Alx. That, That, ſhou'd leave thy Grief without a Cauſe. 

Since I am thus Sela, to die with Zamor, 

$ 
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Who Lill d thy Son 
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Is Happineſs, an-hop'd !———— bleſs, bleſs my Fate; 

For this /e Blow, that cou'd have broke my Chain. 

Think, that This Period of ſuppos'd Diſre/s, 

This Moment, that wnzizes us, tho', in Death, 

Is the firſt Time, my Love was free from Moe. 

The {ſmiling Fate reſtores me to my/e/f : 

And I can give a Heart, now, all, my own. 

If there's a Cauſe for Tears, ALvarEz claims 'em: 

J, while he ſpeaks ou x Doom, ſhall Hel, but x1s. [rand. 
Zam. See! where the Mourner comes! and <weeps his Er- 

Enter ALVAREZ. | 

Alv. Which, of us Three, does Fortune, ct, Diſtreſs ? 

What an A/emblage ours, of mingled Woes ! 
Zam. Since Heaven wil! have it ſo, that, from Thy 

I ſhon'd receive Death's Summons, let it come ; ¶ Tongue, 
* I'will have one Power to pleaſe for, I ſhall near 

Do not, then, p/ty ; but condemn me boldly ; [thee. 

And, if thy Heart, tho' Spaniſb, bends, beneath it, 

7hink, thou but doom'ſt an unſubmitting Savage; 

becauſe, anliſe his Father, 
But, what has poor Alxira done, againſt thee ? 

Why muſt he die, in whome a People lives? 

In whome, alone, glows That collected Scul, 

That, in paſt Ages, brighten'd a// Peru / 

Is Innocence a Crime, where Spaniards judge ? 

Known, and aſum'd by us, for all thy Virtues, ; 

The jealous Euvy of thy Land re-c/aims thee ; | 

f 


And crops thy Indian Growth, to creep, like Spain. 


Alx. Wond'rous old Yirtue ! obſtinately Ain 
Thou, gh Juſt, amidſt a Race of Thieves ! 

"Twere to be baſe as They are, cou'd I ſtoop 
To deprecate a Vengeance duely Thine. 

For thy Son's Blood, be mine thy wwi//izg Sacrifice. 
All I require, i Eſcape from Slander ; 
From poor Suſpicion of a Guilt I ſcorn. 

Carlos, tho' hated, was a hated Husband : 

Whence, even my Hatred ow'd his Life Defence. 

He was Alvarex Son, too; and, as ſuch, 

Call'd for That Rew'rence, which Him/elf deſerv'd not. 

As for thy Nation, let em praiſe, or blame me, b 

Thy Witneſs only can be worth my Claim. | } 

As for my Death, tis Foy, to die, with Zamor : 2 7 
| Ka ; 
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And all the Pais I ſuffer, is, for Turn. 


Wov'd burſt its Paſſage, with th' out-ruſbing Soul. [vain, 
Wheſje Sorrows ever match'd this mingled Scene 

Of Tenderneſs, with Horror! my Son's Murderey 
Is Zamoer ! He, who guarded me, from Murder, 
Is, alſo, Zamor Hold That Image, faft, 

Afflicted Nature! — LIE, unwif#'d, by me, 

Is due to Zamor : young, belov'd, untry'd 

In Hope's falſe Failings, Life might make Him happy. 
My Taſte of Time is Gons : and Life, to xe, 

Is but an Evening's Walk, in Rain, and Darkne/+. 
Father I am (at Feaſt, I was, a Father :) 

But, every Father, firſt, was form'd, a Max. 

And, ſpite of Nature's Call, that cries for Vengeance, 
The Voice of Gratitude muſt fill be heard. 


'Spite of theſe Tears, I call by That lov'd Name! 
Miſtake not my Purſuit. [ cannot ae 
Thoſe horrible Relief5, that ri/e, from Bled. 
It ſhocks me, thro' a Soul, that feb, for Three ; 
Hard Stroke of Juſtice ! thus, to loſe, at once, 
My Daughter, my Deliverer, and my Son. 
The Council, with miſguided View to footh me, 
Ill choſe y Tongue, to tell their dreadful Will. 
True, I receiv'd the Charge: for I had weig/ꝰd it. 
*T were not impoſſible, perhaps, to ſave you: 
Zamor might make it Fas. | 
Zam. Can I do it? 
Can Zamor ſave Alxira? 


Quickly tell me, 


How ? -— By what Length of Torments ? and, tis done. 


Av. Caſt off thy Idol Gods : and be a Chriſtian. 
That ſingle Change reverſes all our Fates. 
Kind to the courted Souls of Pagan Converts, 
We have a Law, remits their Body's Doom. 
This latent Law, by Heaven's peculiar Mercy, 
Points out a Road, and gives a Right, to PAR Don. 
Religion can diſarm a Chriſtian's Anger. | 
Thy Blood becomes a Brother's, ſo converted, 
And with a /iving Son, repays a Dead. 
Prevented Vengeance, ſeix d in her Deſcent, | 
So reſts, ſuſpended, and forgets to fall. 


Av. Words a have Way: or Grief, ſuppreſs'd in 


Oh ! Thou, ſo late my Daughter ! Thou | whome, yet, 


From 
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yet, 
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From thy new Faith, Alira draws new Life ; 


And Both are happy here, and ſav'd, hereafter, 


Why art thou /ilent ? Is the Task ſo hard, 


To add Eternal Life, to Life, below ? 


Speak, from thy Seien, determine my Relief, 
Fain wou'd I owe thee yet @ ſecond Being. 


Yes, to reſtore the Life Thou vb me of, 
A Childleſs Father wiſhes Tur E to live. 
Alzira 18 a Chriſtian © be Thou fo. 
'Tis all the Recompence my Wrongs will urge. 
Zam. [to Alx.] Shall we, thou faireſt, nobleſt, Boaſt of 


Shall we, fo far, indulge our Fear to die? [ Beauty ! 
Shall the Soul's Baſeneſs bid the Body lie? 


Shall Zamor's Gods bow to the Gods of Carlos? 
Ny wou'd Alvarez bend me, down, to Shame ? 
Why wou'd He, thus, become the Spirits Tyrant? 
Into how ſtrange a Szare am | impell'd ! 
Either A/zira dies, or lives, to ſcorn me 
Tell me, When Fortune gave Thee to 9 Power, 
Had I, at fuch a Purchaſe, held thy Life, | 
Tell me, with honeſt Truth, — Mou d ft Thou have bought it ? 

Alu. I ſhow'd have pray d the Power, I zow implore, ; 
To widen, for His Truth, a Heart like Tine: 

Dart as it is, yet, worthy to be Chriſtian. 

Zam. [to Alx. ] Death has no Pain, but what I feel for Thee. 
Lift has no Power to charm but what Thou giv'ſt it. 
THrov, then, that art my Soul, vouchſafe to ry it. 
But, think! — remember, ere thou bid'ſt me chuſe ! 

*Tis on a Matter, of more Weight than Life ; 

"Tis on a Subject, that concerns my Gods : 

And, All thoſe Gods, in One, — my dear ALZIxXA! 
I truſt it to thy Honour, — Speat, — and fix me. 

If thou conceiv'| it Shame, thou wilt di/dair it. 

Alz. Then, hear me, Zamor.— My unhappy Father. 
Diſpos'd my willing Heart, *twixt Heaven, and Thee : 
The God, He choſe, was mine :----Thou may'it, perhaps, 
Accuſe it, as the Weakneſs of my Youth : 


But, *avas not %. My Soul, enlarg'd, and clear, 


Took in the fo/emn Light of Chriſtian Truth. 
I ſaw, at leaſt, I thought I ſaw, Conviction. 


And, when my Lips abjur d my Country's Gods, 
My ſecret Heart confirm'd the Change, within. 


But, 
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But, had I wanted that directive Zeal, 
Had I rerounc'd my Gods, yet ſtill beliew'd em; 
That had not been an Error, but a Crime : 
That had been mocking Heaven's whole Hoſt, at once ; 
The Powers I guitted, and the Power I choſe. 
A Change like That, had err'd, beyond the Tongue ; 
And taught the filent, ſervile Soul, to lie. 
I cou'd have wiſh'd, that Heaven had lent thee Light, 
But ſince It did not, let thy Vrtue guide thee. 

Zam. I knew thy gen'rous Choice, before | heard it. 
Who, that can die with Thee, wou'd ſhun ſuch Death, 
And ive, to his own Infamy ? Not Zamor. 

Alv. Inhuman Slighters of your/elwves, and me 
Whome Honour renders Sind, and Virtue cruel | 

[A dead March.] 

Hark H the Time preſles.----Theſe are Sounds of Sorrorv. - 


Enter Don ALonxzo, follow'd by a*mix'd Crowd, of 
Spaniards, and Americans, mournful. 


Alon. We bring, obedient to his % Command, 
Our dying Captain, your unhappy Son, 
Who lives no longer, than to reach your Boſom. 
A furious Crowd of his lamenting Friends 
Preſs, to attend him, and revenge his Blood. 


Enter Don CARLOS: brought in by Spaniſh Soldiers, 
and ſurrounded by a Number of Followers, fome of whom 
advance, to feize ALZ1R A. | 


Zam. ¶ Interpofing.) Wretches! keep Diſtance. — Let 
Alzira hve : 
Mine was the ſingle Guilt, be mine the Vengeance. 
Alx. Be feafted, ye officious Hounds of Blood: 
Guiltleſs or Guilty, tis my Choice, to die. 
Alv. My Son! my dying Son !----this /ilent Paleneſs, 
This Look, ſpeaks for thee, and forbids all Hope. 
Zum. [to D. Car.] Even to the Laſt then, thou main- 
tain'ſt thy Hate? | 
Come---fee me ſuffer : mark my Eye: and ſcorn me, 
If my expiring Soul confeſſes Fear. | 
Look ---and be taught, at leaſt, to de ---by Zamor. 
D. Car. [to Zam.} Thave no Time, to copy out thy Vir- 
But, there are ſome of ine, I come to teach thee. {| tues : 
I Hon d, in Life, have given thy Pride Ex: 1 
bY 4 
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Take it (too late) in Death: and mark it, well. 

[7o Alu.] Sir, my departing Spirit faid its Journey, 
Firſt, *till my Eyes might leave their Beams in yours ; 
And their dim Lights expire, amidſt your Ble/ing. 
Next, what you taught me, *tis my Task to ow, 
And die, the Son of your paternal Virtue. 

Eager in Life's warm Race, I never topp d, 
To look behind me, and review my Way. 

But, at the Go/e, before I zudg'd it near, 

I ſtart, and recollect forgotten S/idings. 

On the Graves ſerious Verge, I turn, and /ce 
Humanity oppreſs'd, to cheriſh Pride: 

Heaven has reveng'd the Earth :—and Heav'n is juft ! 
Cou'd my own Blood but expiate what I e, 


All, my raſh Sword has drawn, from ſuff ring Innocence, 


I ſhou'd lie down in Duſt, — and reſt in Peace. 
Cheated by proſp'rous Fortune, Death deals plainly ; 
But I have /earnt to live, when Life for/akes me. 
Safe, and forgiven, be the Hand I fall by. 
Power is, yet, mine: and It ab/o/ves my Murder, 
Live, my proud Enemy ; and live, in Freedom. 
Live, | and obſerve, tho' Chriſtians oft act ill, 
They muſt Forgive Ill Actions, in Another. 
Exmont, my Friend! and you, ye friendleſs Indians! 
Subje&s, not Slaves | be ruld, henceforth, by Law. 
Be grateful to my Pty, tho' twas late; 
And teach your Country's Kings, to fear no longer. 
Rival, learn, hence, the Diff rence, *twixt our God's 3 
Thine have inſpir'd thee to pur/ue Revenge : oh 
But, mine, when That Revenge had reach'd my Life, 
Command me to e/teem, and give thee Pardon. 
Atv. Virtues like Theſe, my Son, ſecure thy Peace: 
But double the Diſtreſs of us, who loſe thee. 
Alx. Of all the painful Wonders thou haſt caus'd me, 
This Change, this Language, will afflict me, moſt ! 


Zam. Die, foon, or LIVE FOR EVER. If thou, thus, 


Go'ſt on, to charm my Anger into Envy, 
1 ſhall repent, I was not born, a Chriftian, 
And hate the Fuftice, that compell'd my Blow! 
D. Car. I will go farther, yet ;----I will not leave thee, 
Till I have foften'd Exvy, into Friendſbip. 
«---Mourntul 4/z/ra has been too unhappy : 


Lov'd, 


add. 
— —— — —— —5— 


Lov'd, to 


r 


, "and married to Mi fortune ! 
I wou' d * —— U to atone her Wrongs: A 
And, with a ſofter Sen/e, — her Pi. b 
Take "ber, —— and owe her, to the Hand the hates, 
Live, —— and remember me, without a Cure. 
Reſume loſt Empire, o'er your conquer'd States : 

Be Friends, to Spain: nor Enemies, to ne. 1 
[to Alv.]--Vouchſaſe my Claim, Sir, to 751 Son, this Daugb- 
And be, both Father, and Protector, too. [ter 
May Heaven, and you, be lind and They be Chriſtiant 

Zam. I ſtand immowueable, — confus'd !\—aftoniſh'd'f 
If Theſe are Chriſtian Virtues, I am Chriſtian. 4 
The Faith, that can inſpire this gen rous Change, 

Muſt be Divine, and glows with all its God ! 
———Friendſhip, and Conſtancy, and Right, and Pity, 

All Theſe, were Leſſons, I had learnt, before. 

But, This annatral Grandeur of the Soul 

Is more than mortal: and out reaches Virtue. % 
It draws, It charms, — It bind: me, to be Chriſtian. 
It bids me Bluſb, at my remember'd Ra/bne/ : 

Curſe my Revenge. and pay thee a// my Love. b 
£ [Throws himfelf at his Feet. 

Alz. A Widew'd Wife, bluſhing to be thus late, $ 
In her Actnoguledgment of tender Pty ; 

Low, at your injur'd Feet, with proftrate Heart, 2 

[ Kneels with Za mor. | 
Weeps your untimely Death: and thanks your Goodneſs. 
m—Torn, by contending Paſſions, I want Power Þ 
To beat, a thouſand Truths, Ie you merit : 4 
But, honour, and confeſs, your Greatneſs, avrong'd. 

D. Car. Weep not, Alxira. I forgive, agazn. 
For the 4a Time, my Father | lend your Boſom. 
Live, to be 54% — and make Alzira | ! 5 
Remember, Zamor,— that a Chriſtian— Oh! [Die, 

Alv. (to Exm.] I ſee the Eand of Heaven, in our Mi- 
But, Fuftice ſtrikes: and S rers muſt ſubmit. [fortunc. Þ- 

Woes are Good Counſellors : and, kindly, foow, 7 
Ar prof” rous E rror never 1200 us know. 


J. 


pity, 


riſtian. 


e. 
2s Feet. 


, 


» 
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